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Chapter 1 


LONDON SWELTERED. It was the last week of July and for days 
now the thermometer had been pushing near to eighty. In Britain that 
is hot and it was only natural that the consumption of beer, mild and 
bitter, and nut brown ale should increase in direct ratio to the degrees 
Fahrenheit 

It was almost closing time in The Golden Unicorn, a shabby pub on 
the Portobello Road. There was no air conditioning and the dirty little 
public room was filled with the stench of beer and tobacco, cheap 
perfume and human sweat. Any moment now the landlord, a grossly 
fat man, would tap on the bar and sing out those words so dreaded by 
drunkards and the lonely. 

“Time, gentlemen, please! Empty your glasses.” 

In a back booth, well out of earshot of the other customers, six 
men were in whispered conference. Five of the men were Cockneys, 
obviously so by speech, dress and manner. The sixth man, who was 
doing all the talking, was a little harder to place. His clothes were 
conservative and well cut, his shirt clean—but with frayed cuffs—and 
he wore the tie of a good regiment. His speech was that of an 
educated man and, outwardly, he bore a marked resemblance to what 
the British call a “gentleman.” His name was Theodore Blacker —Ted 
or Teddy to his friends, of which he had very few—and he had once 
been a Captain in the Queen’s Ulster Rifles. Until cashiered for 
stealing regimental funds and cheating at cards. 

Ted Blacker finished speaking and glanced around at the five 
Cockneys. “You all understand what’s wanted of you? Any questions? 
If so ask them now—there’ll be no time later.” 

One of the men, a small fellow with a nose like a knife, held up his 
empty glass. “Ar—I got a bleeding question, Teddy lad. ‘Ow about 
anover bleeding round before that fat sod calls time?” 

Blacker kept the distaste out of his voice and expression as he 
crooked a finger at the hovering barmaid. He needed these types for 
the next few hours. Needed them badly, a matter of life and death— 
his life—and there was no gainsaying the old saw that when you 
associated with pigs a little dirt was bound to rub off on you. Ted 
Blacker sighed inwardly, smiled outwardly, paid for the drinks and lit 
a cigar against the odor of unwashed flesh. It was only for a few hours 
—at most a day or two—and then the deal would be set and he would 
be a rich man. He would have to leave England, of course, but that did 
not matter. There was a big, wide, beautiful world out there. He had 
always wanted to see South America. 


Alfie Doolittle, leader of the Cockneys by reason of size and 
intelligence, wiped beer foam from his mouth and stared over the 
table at Ted Blacker. His eyes, small and cunning in his big steak- 
colored face, were fixed on Blacker. 

He said: ” ‘Strewth now, Teddy. There’s not to be killing? Maybe 
bashing if it’s required, like, but no killing. That’s the plain deal of it, 
and it’s plain I wants to make it. You ain’t buying no killing for a fiver 
apiece!” 

Ted Blacker made a gesture of annoyance. He glanced at an 
expensive gold wristwatch. “I’ve explained all that,” he said 
petulantly. “If there’s trouble at all—which I doubt—it won’t run to 
much. Certainly no killing. If any of my, er, clients get out of line all 
you men have to do is to subdue them. As gently as possible. I thought 
I had made that perfectly clear, Alfie. I don’t want any violence if it 
can possibly be avoided. All you men have to do is to see that nothing 
happens to me—and that nothing is taken from me. Particularly the 
latter. I shall be showing some very valuable merchandise later on 
tonight. There are certain parties who would like to have that 
merchandise without paying for it. Now, is it all understood at last?” 

Dealing with the lower classes, Blacker thought, can be so 
extremely trying! They weren’t even intelligent enough to make good 
common criminals. He glanced at his watch again and stood up. “Ill 
leave now. I'll expect you at two-thirty, on the dot. My clients are 
coming at three. Make sure you arrive separately and don’t attract any 
attention. You all know about the constable on the beat and his 
schedule, so there should be no difficulty there. Now, Alfie, the 
address once more?” 

“Fourteen Half Crescent Mews. Off Moorgate Road. A loft building 
and you’re on the fourth floor. There’s a bleeding blower in the lobby 
and we gives you three longs and a short when we gets there.” 

“Right. I’ll see you then. Cheers.” 

When he had gone the little Cockney with the knife nose 
snickered, “Thinks ‘e’s a proper gent, don’t ‘e? Not ‘alf he don’t” 

Another man said, “Seems gentleman enough ter me. Anyway his 
fivers are good.” 

Alfie banged down his empty mug. He gave them all a shrewd 
glance and chuckled. “Yer wouldn’t know a real gentleman, none of 
yer, if ‘e was to come up and bite yer. Me, naow, I knows a gent when 
I sees ‘im. That one ain’t Ow, ‘e dresses and he talks like one, but I’m 
telling yer he ain’t!” 

The fat landlord pounded on the bar with a tapping mallet. “Time, 
gentlemen, please!” 

Ted Blacker, late Captain in HM Ulster Rifles, left the taxi in 
Cheapside and walked around to Moorgate Road. Half Crescent Mews 


was about halfway down toward Old Street Number fourteen was at 
the very dead end of the mews, a four-story building of faded red 
brick. It was of early Victorian vintage and, when all the other homes 
and apartments had been stables, had been a prosperous carriage 
repair shop. There were times when Ted Blacker, who was not an 
unimaginative man, fancied he could still smell the mingled odors of 
horse flesh, leather, paint, varnish and wood hovering over the mews. 

As he entered the narrow cobbled lane he took off his coat and 
loosened the regimental tie. Despite the late hour the air was still 
warm and humid, sticky. 

Blacker had no right to wear the tie, nor anything pertaining to his 
regiment. Disgraced officers do not have such privileges. This 
bothered him not at all. The tie, like his clothes, his speech and his 
manners, were all assumed things now. Part of his pose, necessary to 
the role he must play in a world he hated, a world that had used him 
very badly. A world that had raised him to officer and gentleman, had 
allowed him a peek at Paradise, only to kick him back into the gutter. 
The real reason for the kick—and this Ted Blacker believed with all 
his heart and soul—the real reason was not that he had been caught 
cheating at cards, nor that his accounts had been a little short. No. 
The real reason for the kick was that his father had been a butcher 
and his mother, before marriage, had been a lady’s maid. That, and 
that alone, was the reason he had been kicked out of the service 
without a penny and without a name. He had been only a temporary 
gentleman. When they had needed him—fine! When they no longer 
needed him—out! Back to the gutter to scrabble for a living. 

He came to Number fourteen, unlocked a gray painted front door 
and began the long climb to the top floor. The stairs were narrow, 
steep and time worn; the air was humid and stifling. Blacker was 
sweating heavily by the time he reached the last landing. He paused to 
catch his breath, telling himself that he was badly out of condition. He 
must do something about it. Perhaps, when he got to South America 
with all the money, he would be able to get back into shape. Take off 
the little paunch, build up his wind again. He had always been keen 
on physical fitness. He was only forty-two now, much too young to 
allow himself to go to seed. 

Money! Pounds, shillings, pence. Dollars. American, Hong Kong, 
Mex or Straits. What matter? It was all money. Beautiful, lovely 
money. It bought things. If you had it you were alive. Without it you 
were dead. 

Ted Blacker, having caught his breath, fished in his pocket for a 
key. Opposite the stairhead was a single large wooden door. It was 
painted black. On it, in scarlet and gold, was a large dragon breathing 
flame. The decal, Blacker thought as he opened the door, had been 


just the proper exotic touch, the very first hint of the forbidden 
bounty, the joys and illegal pleasures, that lay behind the black door. 
His carefully selected clientele was mostly young—the go-go gang, the 
now people. Only two things did Blacker require for entrance to his 
Dragon Club: discretion and money. Plenty of both. 

He stepped through the black door and closed it behind him. The 
darkness was filled with the reassuring, and expensive, hum of air 
conditioners. They had cost him a pretty packet, but it had been 
necessary. And worth it in the end. The people who came to his 
Dragon Club did not care to stew in their own sweat as they went 
about their various, and at times complicated, amours. The private 
cubicles had been a problem for a time, but that had been eventually 
solved. At more cost. Blacker winced as he sought for a light button. 
He had less than fifty pounds at the moment, with half of that owed to 
the Cockney bully boys. July, August too, were definitely slow months 
in London. 

What matter? Discreet lighting leaked slowly into the long, wide, 
high-ceilinged room. What matter? Who cared? He, Blacker, wasn’t 
going to be around much longer. Not bloody likely. Not with two 
hundred and fifty thousand pounds coming to him. 

Two hundred and fifty thousand pounds. Seven hundred thousand 
American dollars. That was his asking price for twenty minutes of 
film. He would get his price, too. He was sure of it. 

Blacker went to a small bar in one corner and mixed himself a mild 
Scotch and soda. He was not a heavy drinker and he never touched 
the drugs he sold: marijuana, cocaine, heroin, various pep pills and, in 
the last year, LSD. It was very big now, was LSD, with his more select 
clientele. 

Blacker opened a small fridge to get ice for his drink. He had come 
to like it in the Yank fashion. Yes, there was money in drugs all right. 
Yet not so much in his end of it. It was the big boys who made the 
really big money. They didn’t have bank accounts of less than fifty 
pounds, and half of that owed! Not them. 

Blacker sipped his drink, grimaced and was honest with himself. 
He knew his trouble, knew why he was always strapped. H and R. His 
smile was sickly. Horses and roulette. And he the unluckiest bastard 
that ever drew breath. Right now, this very moment, he owed over 
five hundred quid at Raft’s. He had been ducking the place lately and, 
before too long now, the enforcers would come looking. 

I mustn’t think of that, Blacker told himself. I won’t be here when 
they come looking. Pll be in South America, safe and sound and with 
all that money. I’ll change my name and my way of life. I’ll start all 
over again with a clean slate. I swear it. 

He glanced at the gold wristwatch. A few minutes after one. Plenty 


of time. His Cockney bodyguards would arrive at two-thirty and he 
would post them. Two in front, two in back, big Alfie here with him. 
Nobody, but nobody, to leave unless he, Ted Blacker, gave the word. 
Blacker smiled. He would have to be alive to give that word, wouldn’t 
he? 

Blacker drank slowly and let his eyes rove over the big room. In a 
way he hated to leave all this. It was his baby. He had built it from 
nothing. He did not like thinking about the risks he had taken to get 
the necessary capital: a smash and grab job at a jewelers; a load of 
furs stolen from a loft on the East Side; even a spot or two of 
blackmail. Blacker could smile grimly at that memory—both had been 
hoity-toity bastards he had known in the Army. Served them right. 
He’d bloody well gotten his own back there! But it had been 
dangerous, all of it. Terribly, fearfully dangerous. Blacker was not, and 
he admitted it, a very brave man. One more reason why he was 
willing to cut and run as soon as he got the money from the film. It 
was just too bloody much for a weak-nerved man, worrying about 
Scotland Yard, the Narcotics Branch, and now even Interpol. To hell 
with it. Sell the film to the highest bidder and run like hell. To hell 
with England and the world and screw everybody but himself. Those 
were the sentiments, precise and truthful, of Theodore Blacker, late of 
HM Ulster Rifles. Screw her, too, come to think of it. And, most 
especially, damn and rot Colonel Alistair Ponsonby who, with a chill 
look and a few carefully chosen words, had crushed Blacker forever. 

The Colonel had said: “You are so contemptible, Blacker, that I can 
feel nothing but pity for you. You appear unable to steal, or even to 
cheat at cards, like a gentleman.” 

The words came back now, in spite of all Blacker’s efforts to hedge 
them off, and his narrow face twisted in hate and agony. He flung his 
drink across the room with an oath. The Colonel was dead now, out of 
his reach, but the world wasn’t. They weren’t. There were a lot of 
them left in the world. 

She was one of them. The Princess. Princess Morgan da Gama. His 
thin lips twisted in a sneer. So it had worked out okay after all. She, 
the Princess, could pay for all. Filthy, dirty, hot pants little bitch that 
she was. He knew about her. Never mind the fine hoity-toity manners, 
the cool disdain, the snobbery and the royal bitchery, the cold green 
eyes that looked at you without really seeing you, without really 
acknowledging your existence. 

He, Ted Blacker, knew all about the Princess. Soon now, when he 
sold the film, a hell of a lot of other people would know. The thought 
gave him a fierce pleasure. As he mixed another drink he glanced at a 
large sofa halfway down the long room. He smirked. The things he 
had seen the Princess do on that sofa—the things he had done to her, 


that she had done to him. God! He would have liked to see a picture 
of that on every front page of every newspaper in the world. 

He took a deep long drink and closed his eyes, imagining the lead 
in a story on the social pages: The lovely Princess Morgan da Gama, 
bluest of Portuguese blue bloods, whored into town _ today. 
Interviewed by this reporter at the Aldgate, where she has the Royal 
Suite, the Princess stated that she could hardly wait to get to the 
Dragon Club and indulge in a few sexual acrobatics of the more 
esoteric type. The haughty Princess, when questioned more closely, 
averred that it was all a matter of semantics in the long run, but 
insisted that even in today’s democratic world such things were only 
for the wealthy and well bom. The old fashioned way, said the 
Princess, is still quite good enough for the peasants... . 

Ted Blacker heard laughter in the room. Nasty laughter, rather like 
the sound of starving insane rats scrabbling behind the wainscoating. 
With shock he realized that the laughter was his own. He dismissed 
the fantasy at once. Maybe he was getting a bit around the bend on 
this hate bit. Must watch it. Hate was fun enough, but in itself it did 
not pay off. 

Blacker had not intended to run the film again until the three men, 
his clients, arrived. He had seen it a hundred times. But now he took 
his glass, went to the big sofa and pressed one of the small pearl 
buttons set so cleverly and unobtrusively into an arm rest. 

There was a faint mechanical hum as a small white screen 
descended from the ceiling at the far end of the room. Blacker pressed 
another button and from behind him a projector, concealed in the 
wall, shot a brilliant shaft of white light at the screen. He sipped his 
drink, lit a long cigarette, crossed his ankles on a leather ottoman and 
relaxed. This, but for the showing to the prospective clients, would be 
the last time he would ever view the film. He was offering the 
negative also, and he did not intend to cheat. He wanted to enjoy his 
money. 

The first figure to appear on the screen was his own. He had been 
testing the concealed camera for proper angles. Blacker studied his 
image with a rather reluctant approval. He was getting a belly. And he 
had been careless with his comb and brush—his bald spot was much 
too evident. The thought occurred to him that now, with his new 
wealth, he would be able to afford a hair transplant. 

He watched himself sit on the sofa, light a cigarette, fuss with his 
trouser creases, frown and smile in the direction of the camera. Ham! 
Blacker smiled. He remembered his thoughts at that particular 
moment—he had been worrying about the Princess hearing the hum 
of the hidden camera. He had decided not to worry. By the time he 
switched on the camera he would have her well off on her LSD trip. 


She wouldn’t hear the camera, or much of anything else. 

Blacker consulted the gold wristwach again. Quarter of two now. 
Still plenty of time. The film ran only a minute or so over half an 
hour. 

The flickering image of Blacker, on the screen, suddenly twisted 
his head toward the door. That had been the Princess knocking. He 
watched himself reach for the button and flick off the camera. 

The screen went glaring white again. Now Blacker, in the flesh, 
punched the button again. The screen went black. He went to the bar 
and made himself another drink, got a fresh supply of cigarettes from 
a jade box. He went back to the sofa and pressed the button once 
more, reactivating the projector. He knew exactly what he would see 
now. Half an hour had passed since he had admitted her. Blacker 
recalled every detail with perfect clarity. 

The Princess da Gama had expected that others would be present 
At first she had not wanted to stay with him alone, but Blacker had 
laid on his charm an inch thick, given her a cigarette and a drink, and 
persuaded her to stay a few minutes. It was all the time he needed, for 
her drink had been loaded with LSD. 

Blacker had known at the time that the Princess had remained 
with him only out of sheer ennui. He knew that he bored her, as the 
world bored her, and that she considered him less than the dirt 
beneath her feet. It was one of the reasons he had chosen her for 
blackmail. Hate for all her kind. There was, also, the pure joy of 
knowing her carnally, of making her do nasty things, of dragging her 
down to his own level. And she had money. And very high 
connections in Portugal. One of her uncles, he could not recall the 
man’s name, held a high Cabinet post. Yes—the Princess da Gama was 
going to be a good investment. 

Just how good—or bad—Blacker had not dreamed at the time. All 
that had come later. 

Now he watched the film unreel with a smug expression on his not 
unhandsome face. One of his brother officers had once said that 
Blacker looked like a “very handsome tout.” 

He had not switched on the concealed camera until half an hour 
after the Princess, unknowingly, had taken her first dose of LSD. He 
had watched her manner change, gradually, as she slipped quietly into 
a semi-trance. She did not demur when he led her to the big sofa. 
Blacker waited yet another ten minutes before he turned on the 
camera. In that interval the Princess had begun to talk about herself 
with devastating candor. Under the influence of the drug she regarded 
Blacker as an old and dear friend. He smiled now as he recalled some 
of the language she used—words one did not normally associate with 
a Princess of the blood. 


One of her first remarks had really startled Blacker. 

“Back in Portugal,” she had said, “they think I’m crazy. Quite 
insane. They would lock me up if they could. They may yet. My uncle, 
who is also my guardian, keeps trying. That’s why I have to keep away 
from Portugal, you see. They know all about me, about my reputation, 
and they really think I’m insane. They know I drink and take drugs 
and sleep with any man that asks me—well, almost any man. I do still 
draw the line at times.” 

That, remembered Blacker, was not the way he’d heard it. It was 
another reason he had chosen her. The word was around that when 
the Princess was drunk, which was most of the time, or high on drugs, 
she would take on anything in pants or, faute de mieux, in skirts. 

After the spate of conversation she had lapsed into near coma, only 
smiling vaguely at him when he began to remove her clothing. It had 
been, he recalled now as he watched the film, like undressing a doll. 
She neither resisted nor cooperated as he moved her legs and arms to 
any position he desired. Her eyes were half closed and she actually 
seemed to think that she was alone. Her wide red mouth was half 
open in a vague smile. 

The man on the sofa felt his loins begin to react as he watched 
himself on the screen. The Princess had been wearing a thin linen 
dress, not quite mini, and she held up her slim arms obediently as he 
pulled it over her head. She wore very little beneath it. A black half 
bra and a tiny pair of black lace pants. Garter belt and long, textured 
white stockings. 

Ted Blacker, watching the film, began to sweat a little in the air 
conditioned room. After all these weeks the damn thing still excited 
him. He had enjoyed it. It would, he admitted, always be one of his 
most precious and treasured memories. 

He unhooked her bra and slid it down her arms. Her breasts, larger 
than he would have supposed, and rose-brown tipped, stood out firm 
and white from her ribcage. Blacker had risen now, standing behind 
her, and he toyed with her breasts with one hand while, with the 
other, he pressed another button to bring the zoom lens into play and 
catch her in closeup. The Princess noticed nothing. In the closeup, so 
starkly clear that the tiny pores in her nose were visible, her eyes were 
closed and the gentle half smile was there. If she felt his hands or 
responded there was no sign. 

Blacker had not taken off her garter belt and stockings. Garters 
were a fetish of his and by this time he had been so caught up in the 
excitement that he had nearly forgotten the real reason for this sexual 
charade. Money. 

He began to position those long, long legs—so enticing in the long 
white stockings—exactly as he wanted them on the sofa. She obeyed 


his every command without once speaking or objecting. By now the 
Princess was well away on her trip and, if she recognized his presence 
at all, it was only in the dimmest sort of way. Blacker was a misty 
adjunct to the scene, nothing more. 

For the next twenty minutes Blacker put her through the entire 
sexual gamut. He rang all the changes. What man and woman could 
do to each other—they did. Now and again, as she played her part, he 
would use the zoom lens for a closeup. 

Blacker had on hand certain apparatuses—some of the Dragon 
Club clients had very odd tastes indeed—and he employed them all on 
the Princess. This she also accepted with equanimity, showing neither 
like nor dislike. In the end, during the last four minutes of the film, 
having exhausted his sexual ingenuity, Blacker slaked his lust in her, 
roughing her up and rutting like an animal. 

The screen went blank. Blacker turned off the projector and went 
to the little bar, glancing at his watch. Nearly time for the Cockneys to 
arrive. Insurance that he would live the night through. Blacker had no 
illusions about the type of men he was meeting tonight. They would 
be thoroughly searched before being allowed to climb the stairs to the 
Dragon Club. 

Ted Blacker went downstairs, hating to leave the air conditioned 
room. He had decided not to wait for Alfie Doolittle to blow him up 
on the tube. Alfie had a raucous voice for one thing; another was that 
the tubes might in some way be interconnected. You never knew. 
When you were playing for a quarter of a million pounds and your 
life, you had to think of everything. 

The tiny lobby was humid and deserted. Blacker waited in the 
shadows beneath the stairs. At 2:29 Alfie Doolittle came into the 
lobby. Blacker hissed at him and Alfie wheeled, staring, one meaty 
hand moving instinctively to his shirt front. 

“Blimey,” said Alfie, “I thought yer wanted me ta blow yer up?” 

Blacker put a finger to his lips. “Keep your voice down, for God’s 
sake! Where are the others?” 

“Joe and ‘Enry already come. I got them posted out back, like you 
said. Other two’ll be ‘ere any mo now.” 

Blacker nodded in satisfaction. He moved toward the big Cockney. 
“What are you carrying tonight? Let me see, please.” 

Alfie Doolittle, a contemptuous little smile on his liver-colored lips, 
promptly produced a knife and a pair of brass knucks. “Knucks for 
bashing, Teddy, if need be. Knife fer extreme emergency, yer might 
say. No guns in the lot. They’re all carrying same as me.” 

Blacker nodded again. The last thing he wanted was killing. 

“All right. Very good. Ill go back up now. You stay here until your 
men arrive, then you come on up. Make sure they know their orders— 


they’re to be polite, courteous, but they are to search my guests. Any 
weapons found will be confiscated, not to be returned. I repeat—not 
to be returned.” 

Blacker’s thinking was that it would take his “guests” some time to 
acquire new weapons, even if they had violence in mind. He intended 
to utilize that time to his best advantage, bid farewell to the Dragon 
Club forever and go to ground until he could collect. They would 
never find him. 

Alfie scowled. “My men know their orders, Teddy.” 

Blacker started back upstairs. Over his shoulder he said, curtly, 
“Fine. Just so they don’t forget them.” 

Alfie scowled again. 

New sweat bathed Blacker as he climbed. He did not really like the 
idea of Alfie being in the Club, seeing the film as he ran it for his 
prospective clientele, but he had been unable to find a way around it. 
He sighed and paused on the third landing to catch his breath, 
mopping his face with a perfumed handkerchief. No—Alfie must be 
there. No scheme was ever perfect. And certainly he didn’t want to be 
alone, unprotected, with his guests. 

Ten minutes later Alfie knocked on the door. Blacker admitted 
him, gave him a bottle of ale, and showed him where he was to sit on 
a straight backed chair ten feet to the right of the huge sofa, and on a 
plane with it. 

“Unless there is trouble,” Blacker explained, “you are to be like the 
three monkeys. See nothing, hear nothing, do nothing.” 

Reluctantly he added, “I am going to show a film for my guests. 
You will see it too, of course. I wouldn’t mention it to the others if I 
were you. Or anybody, for that matter. Talking about it could get you 
in a lot of trouble.” 

“T knows ‘ow to keep my mouf shut.” 

Blacker patted the big shoulder, disliking the contact. “See that 
you do, then. If you pay close attention to the film you just might 
learn something.” 

Alfie gave him a blank stare. “I knows all I need ter know.” 

“Fortunate man,” said Blacker as he turned away. It had been a 
feeble jape at best and utterly wasted on the big Cockney. 

The first tapping on the black door came at one minute after three. 

Blacker lifted a cautionary finger at Alfie, who sat as un-moving as 
a Buddha in his chair. 

The first caller was small, impeccably turned out in a fawn-colored 
summer suit and expensive white panama hat. He bowed slightly as 
Blacker opened the door. 

“Pardon, please. I seek Mr. Theodore Blacker. You are he?” 

Blacker nodded. “I am. Who are you?” 


The little Chinese proffered a card. Blacker glanced at it, saw 
delicate black script: Mr. Wan Hai. Nothing else. No mention of the 
Chinese Embassy. 

Blacker stood aside. “Come in, Mr. Hai. Please take a seat on the 
large sofa there. You are in the left hand corner. Would you care for a 
drink?” 

“Nothing, please.” 

The Chinese did not so much as glance at Alfie Doolittle as he took 
his place on the sofa. 

Another rap at the door. 

This visitor was very large and very shiny black with emphatic 
negroid features. He wore a cream-colored suit that was slightly soiled 
and out of fashion. The lapels were much too wide. In his huge black 
hand he carried a battered cheap straw hat. 

Blacker stared at the man and thanked God for Alfie. This one was 
formidable. “Your name, please?” 

The Negro’s voice was soft and slurred, with a trace of accent. His 
eyes, the corneas a cloudy yellow, held Blacker’s. The Negro said: “My 
name is not important. I am here as a representative of Prince Sobhuzi 
Askari. That is enough.” 

Blacker nodded. “Yes. Take a seat, please. On the sofa. In the right 
hand comer. A drink? Smoke?” 

The Negro refused both. 

Five minutes elapsed before the third visitor rapped at the door. 
The time passed in an uneasy silence. Alfie stared at the floor, every 
now and then darting a swift, cunning-eyed glance at the two men 
seated on the sofa. They did not speak or look at each other. Blacker 
filled a glass with ice and fussed with a soft drink—no more booze for 
now—and felt his nerves beginning to vibrate. Why didn’t the bastard 
come? Had something gone wrong? Jesus Christ please not! Now with 
him so close to that quarter of a million pounds. He almost sobbed 
with relief when the knock finally came. 

The man was tall, thin nearly to emaciation, with a shock of curly 
dark hair in need of cutting. He was hatless. His slacks were cheap 
and the sport shirt, open at the chest to reveal a scanty growth of hair, 
was a garish yellow with purple figures on it. He wore thin black 
socks and open work brown leather sandals. 

“Mr. Blacker?” The voice was a light tenor, but the contempt and 
disdain in it cut like a whip, rhe English was good, but with a definite 
Latin tinge. 

Blacker nodded, staring at the garish shirt. “Yes. ’'m Blacker. You 
are—?‘r He did not quite believe it. 

“Major Carlos Oliveira. Portuguese Intelligence. Shall we get on 
with it?” The voice said what the words did not: pimp, whoremaster, 


gutter rat, dog dung, foulest of the foul. The voice, in some strange 
manner, reminded Blacker of the Princess da Gama. 

Blacker did not, in the jargon of his younger clients, lose his cool. 
Too much at stake for that. He pointed to the sofa. “You will sit there, 
Major Oliveira. In the middle, please.” 

Blacker double locked the door and put on the police bar. He took 
three ordinary stamped postal cards from his pocket. He handed each 
of the men on the sofa a card. Then, standing a little back from them, 
he made his little prepared speech. 

“You will note, gentlemen, that each of the cards is addressed to a 
postal box in Chelsea. Needless to say I will not pick up the cards in 
person, though I shall be close by. Certainly close enough to see if any 
effort is made, by anyone, to follow the person who does pick up the 
cards. I would not advise that. Not if you really mean to do business. 

“You are going to see half an hour of film. The film is for sale to 
the highest bidder—over a quarter of a million pounds. I will accept 
no bid lower than that. There will be no trickery, no cheating. There is 
only one print and the negative, and both are for sale at the same 
price—” 

The little Chinese leaned forward a bit. “Please—you have a 
guaranty of this?” 

Blacker nodded. “I have. My word of honor.” 

Major Oliveira laughed brutally. 

Blacker flushed, wiped his face with his handkerchief, then 
continued. “That is not important. Since there can be no other 
guaranty you will just have to accept my word.” He essayed a smile 
that did not come off. “I assure you that I will keep it. I want to live 
out my span. And my asking price is so high that I do not need to 
resort to treachery. I—” 

The Negro’s yellow eyes bored through Blacker. “If you will please 
continue with the terms. There is not a lot of time.” 

Blacker wiped his face again. Had the cursed air conditioning gone 
on the blink? 

“Of course. It is very simple. Each of you, after you have had time 
to consult with your principals will write out the amount of your bid 
on the post card. In figures only, no dollar or sterling signs. You will 
also write down a phone number where you can be reached in the 
utmost privacy. I can leave that to your discretion, I think. After I 
have received the cards and studied them I will, in my own time, call 
the highest bidder. We will make our arrangements then about 
payment and picking up the film. It is, as I said, very simple.” 

“Yes,” said the little Chinese gentleman. “Most simple.” Blacker, 
meeting his gaze, had the impression of viewing a serpent. 

“Very ingenious,” said the Negro. His fists made two black clubs in 


his lap. 

Major Carlos Oliveira said nothing, just looked at the Englishman 
with blank dark eyes that might have contained anything. 

Blacker fought with his nerves. He walked to the sofa and pressed 
the pearl button in the arm rest. With a little gesture of bravado he 
indicated the waiting screen at the end of the room. 

“And now, gentlemen, the Princess Morgan da Gama in one of her 
more abandoned moments,” 

The projector whirred. The Princess smiled like a lazy, half asleep 
cat as Blacker began to unbutton her frock. 


Chapter 2 


THE DIPLOMAT, one of London’s more posh and exclusive gaming 
clubs, is in a jewel of a Georgian house just off Three Kings Yard, not 
far from Grosvenor Square. On this night, hot and sticky, things were 
dull in the club. There were only a few well-dressed people coming 
and going, mostly going, and play at the wheels, at twenty-one and in 
the poker rooms was slow indeed. The heat wave that enveloped 
London was enervating the sporting crowd, sapping them of the 
gambling urge. 

Nick Carter was no exception. The humidity did not particularly 
bother him, though he could have done without it, but it was not the 
weather that was bugging him. The truth was that Killmaster did not 
know, really know, what was bugging him. He only knew that he was 
restless and fretful; earlier he had been to an Embassy reception and 
dance with his old friend Jake Todhunter in Grosvenor Square. The 
evening had been less than a success. Jake had gotten Nick a date, a 
pretty little Limey lass with a nice smile and bulges in all the right 
places. The girl had tried hard to please, had shown every sign of 
being, at the very least, acquiescent. The big YES had been written all 
over her, in the way she looked at Nick and clung to his arm and 
danced too close to him. Her father, Jake Todhunter had said, was 
someone big in government. 

Nick Carter couldn’t have cared less. He was afflicted— and only 
now was he beginning to reason out why—with a severe case of what 
Ernest Hemingway used to call the “galloping black ass.” 

In the end Carter had been as near to rudeness as a gentleman 
could get. He made his apologies and left. He walked. He loosened his 
tie, unbuttoned the white dinner jacket and walked, his long, loose- 
legged stride devouring the burning concrete and asphalt. Through 
Carlos Place and over Mount Street to Berkley Square. No nightingale 
sang. 

Eventually he circled back and, passing The Diplomat, decided on 
impulse to go in for a drink and a cooling off. Nick carried many cards 
to many clubs and The Diplomat was one of them. 

Now, his drink nearly finished, he sat alone at a small table in a 
corner and found the source of his irritation. It was simple. Killmaster 
had been inactive too long. It had been nearly two months now since 
Hawk had given him an assignment. Nick could not remember ever 
having been out of work for so long. No wonder he was black assed, 
moody, mean and hard to get along with! Things must be damned 
slow in the counter-espionage department—either that or David 


Hawk, his boss, was keeping Nick out of action for reasons of his own. 
In any case something had to be done about it. Nick paid and 
prepared to leave. He would call Hawk first thing in the morning and 
demand an assignment A man could get rusty this way. It was actually 
dangerous for a man in his line of work to be denied action. 

True that he worked out daily, no matter in what part of the world 
he chanced to be. Yoga was a daily regimen. Here in London, he had 
been working out with Tom Mitubashi at the latter’s gym in Soho: 
judo, jiujitsu, aikido and karate. Killmaster was now 6th Degree Black 
Belt. 

None of that mattered. Practice was fine, but what he needed now 
was the real thing. He had had it up to here with vacation. Yes. He 
would. He would get the old man out of bed in the morning—it would 
still be dark in Washington— and he would demand an immediate 
assignment. Things might be slow but Hawk could always think of 
something if you pressed him. There was his little black Death Book, 
for instance, where he kept a list of the men he would most like to see 
eliminated. 

Nick Carter was on his way out of the club when he heard the 
laughter and applause off to his right. There was something strange 
about the sound, odd, off key, that caught at his attention. It was 
mildly disturbing. Not just the drunkenness—he had been around 
drunks before—but something else, a high shrill note that was 
somehow wrong. His curiosity aroused, he stopped and gazed in the 
direction of the sounds. 

Three wide and shallow steps led down to a gothic arch. Over the 
arch a sign in modest black script said: Private— Men’s Bar. 

The high laughter came again. Nick’s alert eye and ear caught both 
sound and sign and correlated them. Men’s bar, but that was a woman 
laughing. Drunkenly, almost insanely, laughing. Nick went down the 
three stairs. This he wanted to see. With the decision to call Hawk his 
good humor had come back. It might, after all, turn out to be one of 
those nights. 

Beyond the archway was a long room with a bar running along one 
side. The place was gloomy except for the bar where lamps, obviously 
snatched from here and there, had been placed to make it into a sort 
of improvised runway. Nick Carter had not been in a burlesque house 
for years, but he recognized the setup immediately. 

He did not recognize the beautiful young woman who was making 
such a fool of herself. This, he thought even then, so early in the 
scheme of things, was a pity. For she was lovely. Ravishing. Stunning. 
Even now, with one perfect breast hanging out and doing what 
appeared to be a rather messy combination go-go and hoochie- 
coochie, she was lovely. Somewhere off in a dark corner an American 


jukebox was supplying American music. Half a dozen men, all in 
evening clothes and all over fifty, were cheering, laughing and 
applauding as the girl strutted and danced up and down the bar. The 
elderly bartender, a look of disapproval on his long face, stood mute 
with white clad arms crossed on his chest. 

Killmaster had to admit a slight sense of shock, most unusual for 
him. This was, after all, The Diplomat! He would have bet his last 
buck that the management did not, at the moment, know what was 
going on in the Men’s Bar. 

Someone moved in the shadows nearby and Nick, by instinct, 
swiveled like a flash to meet a possible menace. But it was only a 
servant, an elderly retainer in the livery of the club. He was smirking 
at the dancing girl on the bar, but when he caught Nick’s eye his 
expression changed at once to pious disapproval. His nod to the AXE 
agent was obsequious. 

“A shame, isn’t it, sir! A real pity, it is. It was the gentlemen who 
put her up to it, you see, though they shouldn’t ought. Wandered in 
here by mistake, poor lady, and those as should know better had her 
up there and dancing in no time.” For a moment some of the piety 
vanished and the old man almost smiled. “Can’t say that she was 
reluctant, though, sir. Entered right into the spirit, she did. Oh, she’s a 
real terror, that one. Not the first time I’ve seen her up to these 
tricks.” 

He was interrupted by a renewed burst of clapping and shouting 
from the little group of men at the bar. One of them cupped his hands 
and shouted, “Take it off, Princess. Take everything off!” 

Nick Carter watched in half amusement, half anger. She was much 
too lovely to degrade herself with this sort of thing. 

“Who is she?” he asked the servant. 

The old man, without taking his eyes off the girl, said: “The 
Princess da Gama, sir. Very rich. Very high mucky muck in society. Or 
was, at least. She’s mostly drunk now, from what you hear.” Some of 
the piety came back. “A real pity, sir, like I said. So pretty, too, and 
with all her money and blue blood— Oh, my God, sir, I think she is 
going to take it off!” 

The men at the bar were insistent now, yelling and beating on the 
bar with their glasses. The chant grew louder: “Take it off—take it off 
—take it off—” 

The old retainer glanced nervously over his shoulder, then at Nick. 
“Now the gentlemen are taking it too far, sir. It’s fair worth my job to 
be found here, it is.” 

“Then why,” suggested Killmaster mildly, “don’t you leave?” 

But here was an old man who was once more dreaming dreams. 
His rheumy eyes were fixed on the girl again. But he said, “If His Nibs 


ever comes in on this they’ll all be barred for life—every man jack of 
them.” 

His Nibs, Nick presumed, would be the manager. His smile was 
slight. Yes, there would certainly would be hell to pay if His Nibs put 
in a sudden appearance. 

Quixotically, not really knowing or really caring why he did it, 
Nick moved to the end of the bar. The girl had gone into an 
unabashed routine of bumps and grinds now that could not have 
spoken more plainly. She was wearing a thin little sheath of green that 
stopped at mid-thigh. As Nick was about to tap on the bar with a glass 
to attract the bartender’s attention, the girl suddenly reached down to 
seize the hem of the mini-skirt. With one rapid motion she pulled it 
over her head and flung it away from her. It skimmed the air, hovered 
for a moment, and then settled, light and fragrant and smelling of her 
body, over Nick Carter’s head. 

Loud shouts and laughter from the other men at the bar. Nick 
disengaged himself from the fabric—he recognized the perfume as one 
of Lanvin’s and very expensive—and put the dress on the bar beside 
him. All the men were staring at him now. Nick gave them a dead-pan 
stare in return. One or two of the more sober among them shuffled 
uneasily and looked away. 

The girl—Nick was thinking that surely he had heard the name da 
Gama someplace before—the girl was now wearing only a tiny bra, 
her right breast had escaped it, a pair of thin white panties, a garter 
belt and long lacy black stockings. She was a tall girl, with slim 
rounded legs and exquisitely modeled ankles and small feet. She wore 
open-toed patent leather pumps with half heels. 

She was dancing with her head thrown back and her eyes closed. 
Her hair, tar black, was cut very short and close to her head. Nick had 
the fleeting thought that she might possess, and use, a number of 
wigs. 

The record on the jukebox was a medley of old American jazz 
tunes. Now the band segued briefly into a few hot bars of Tiger Rag. 
The girl’s writhing pelvis picked up the beat of the tiger’s growl, the 
hoarse umm-pa of the tuba. Her eyes still closed, she leaned far back 
with her legs spread wide and began to roll and shimmy. Her left 
breast now escaped the little bra. 

The men below her were shouting and beating out the lime. “Hold 
that tiger—hold that tiger! Take it off, Princess. Shake it, Princess!” 

One of the men, a balding specimen with a huge stomach, dressed 
in evening clothes, tried to climb up on the bar. He was dragged back 
by his fellows. 

The scene reminded Nick of an Italian film, the name of which he 
could not remember. Killmaster was, in fact, caught in ambivalence. 


Part of him was a bit revolted by the spectacle, pitying the poor 
drunken wench on the bar; another part of Nick, the brute that would 
not be said nay to, was beginning to react to the long perfect legs and 
the naked swinging breasts. Because of his late filthy mood, he had 
not had a woman for over a week. He was now on the verge of 
becoming aroused, knew it and did not want it. Not this way. He 
turned to leave the bar. 

The girl had spotted him now and was dancing his way. Shouts of 
annoyance and outrage came from the other men as she strutted down 
to where Nick stood, still grinding and bumping and shaking her trim 
buttocks. She was looking directly down at the AXEman, but he 
doubted she was really seeing him. She was not seeing much of 
anything. 

She stopped directly above Nick legs wide spread, hands on her 
hips. She stopped all movement and stared down at him. Their eyes 
met and, for a moment, he could recognize a faint glimmer of 
intelligence in the green, alcohol-sodden depths. The girl smiled at 
him. 

“You, handsome,” she said. “I like you. Want you. You look like a 
—can trust—please take me home. I—” 

She swayed. The light in her eyes went out as though a switch had 
been thrown. She leaned toward Nick, her long legs beginning to 
unhinge at the knees. Nick had seen it happen before, though never to 
him. This kid was passing out cold. Going—going— 

Some wag in the group of men shouted, “Timber!” 

Gone! The girl made a final attempt to stiffen her knees, did 
achieve a certain rigidity, a statue stiffness. Her eyes were blank and 
staring. She fell slowly from the bar, with an odd grace, into Nick 
Carter’s waiting arms. He caught and held her easily, her naked 
breasts against his big chest. Now what? He wanted no part of the 
woman. He did not especially like drunken females, for one thing. He 
liked his women alive and vibrant, moving and feeling. This poor 
lovely slob was going to be out for hours, maybe days. He needed her 
like he needed another enemy. If he wanted a woman, and now he 
thought he did, he had a whole book full of London phone numbers. 

The fat drunk, the same man who had tried to climb on the bar, 
tipped the balance. He came staggering toward Nick, a scowl on his 
pudgy red face. 

“Tll take the girl, old man. She’s ours, you know, not yours. I, we, 
got plans for the little Princess. So c’mon, you bloody Yank. Hand her 
over.” 

Killmaster decided then and there. “I think not,” he told the man 
quietly. “The lady asked me to take her home. You heard. I think Pll 
do just that.” 


He knew what the “plans” were. A gang bang is a gang bang, 
whether it be in a tenement on the lower East Side of New York, or in 
a swank club in London. Men are the same animals, dressed in jeans 
or evening clothes. He glanced now at the other men at the bar. They 
were hanging back, muttering among themselves and staring at him. 

Ignoring the fat man, Nick picked up the girl’s dress from the bar 
and turned to the servant still lingering in the shadows. The old 
retainer was staring with a mixture of horror and fascination. Nick 
tossed the dress to the old man. “You. Help me get her into the cloak 
room there. We’ll get her dressed and—” 

“Now just a bloody minute,” said the fat man. “Who in the ruddy 
blazes do you think you are, Yank, coming in here and making off 
with our girl? I’ve been buying that slut drinks all night and if you 
think you can—uhhhhmmmppphhhhhh” 

Nick was very careful not to hurt the man. He extended the first 
three fingers on his right hand, stiffened them, turned his palm up and 
punched the man just below the breast bone. It could have been a 
killing blow, had he wished it to be, but the AXEman was very, very 
gentle. 

The fat man sat down suddenly, both hands clutching at his 
swollen belly. His flabby face went gray and he moaned. The other 
men muttered and looked, but made no move to interfere. 

Nick gave them a hard smile. “Thank you, gentlemen, for your 
forbearance. You’re smarter than you know.” He indicated the fat man 
still gasping on the floor. “He’ll be all right us soon as he catches his 
breath.” 

The unconscious girl was lolling over his left arm, her head and 
arms dangling. Nick, carrying her as easily as if she were a baby, 
followed the old servant into a dark cloak room that smelled of wool 
and old galoshes. Nick snapped at the old man. “Turn on a light.” 

When the dim yellow light came on he straightened the girl, 
holding her beneath the armpits. The old man, his veined hands 
suddenly afflicted with palsy, was waiting with the green dress. 

“Wait a minute.” Nick, with two swift movements, slipped each 
velvety white breast back into its cradle of bra. “Now—get it over her 
head and pull it down.” 

The old man did not move. Nick grinned at him. “What’s the 
matter, old-timer? You never see a half-naked woman before?” 

The old retainer summoned his last modicum of dignity. “Not, sir, 
for some forty years. It is, sir, something of a, er, shock. But I shall try 
to cope.” 

“You do that,” said Nick. “You cope. And hurry about it.” 

They got the dress over the girl’s head and pulled it down. Nick 
held her erect with an arm about her waist. “She have a purse or 


anything? Women usually do.” 

“T believe there was a purse, sir. I seem to recall it on the bar 
somewhere.” 

“Get it. Maybe I can find out where she lives—unless you know?” 

The man shook his head. “I don’t, sir. Not really. But I believe I did 
read in the papers that she is at the Aldgate Hotel. You will know it, of 
course. And if I may be permitted, sir, you can hardly take the lady 
back to the Aldgate in this—” 

“T know,” said Nick. “I know. Get the purse. Let me worry about 
the rest.” 

“Yes, sir.” The man scuttled back into the bar. 

She was leaning against him now, standing quite easily with his 
support, her head on his shoulder. Her eyes were closed, her face 
relaxed, her wide red mouth a little moist. She was breathing easily. A 
faint aroma of whisky came from her, mingled with a subtle perfume. 
Killmaster felt the itch and ache again in his loins. She was lovely, was 
desirable. Even in this state. 

Killmaster told temptation to go take a running jump. He had 
never yet bedded a woman who did not know what she was doing— 
he wasn’t going to start tonight. 

The old man came back with a white alligator purse. Nick put it in 
a pocket of his jacket. From another pocket he fumbled a couple of 
pound notes and handed them to the man. “Go see if you can whistle 
up a cab.” 

When he had gone Nick put a finger under the girl’s chin and tilted 
her face to his. Her eyes were closed. She slumbered peacefully. “You 
ready?” 

She emitted a tiny snoring sound. Nick Carter sighed. “You’re not 
ready? No walking, eh? I have to do it all. Okay—if it has to be that 
way.” 

He tossed her over his shoulder and left the cloak room. He did not 
glance into the bar. He went up the three stairs and beneath the arch 
and turned toward the foyer. 

“You there! Sir!” The voice was thin and pettish. Nick turned to 
face the owner of the voice. The movement caused the girl’s flimsy 
skirt to rise a bit, billowing up, exposing her trim thighs and the tight 
white panties. Nick pulled the dress down and patted it into place. 
“Sorry,” he said. “You wanted something?” 

His Nibs—no question that it was he—stood and gaped. His mouth 
kept moving, like a fish out of water, but no words came. He was thin, 
baldishly blond and wearing tails. His thin neck was much too small 
for the stiff wing collar. The flower in his lapel reminded Nick of floor 
walkers. 

The AXEman smiled winningly, as though having a pretty girl over 


his shoulder, head dangling, rump forward, was a daily routine. He 
repeated, “You wanted something?” 

The manager was staring at the girl’s legs, his mouth still working 
silently. Nick tugged the green dress down to cover the white expanse 
of flesh between stocking top and panties. He smiled and started to 
turn away. “Sorry again. I thought you spoke to me.” 

The manager found his voice at last. It was thin, high, loaded with 
outrage. His small fists were balled and he shook them both at Nick 
Carter. 

“J—I did! I mean, that is, | demand an explanation of all this! Just 
what in hell is going on in my club?” 

Nick looked innocent. And puzzled. “Going on? I don’t understand. 
I was just leaving with the Princess here and—” 

The manager pointed with a trembling finger at the girl’s trim 
posterior. “Aha—the Princess da Gama. Again! Intoxicated again, I 
suppose?” 

Nick shifted her weight on his shoulder and grinned. “I suppose 
you might call it that, yes. I’m taking her home.” 

“Good,” said the manager. “Be so kind. Be so kind, also, to see that 
she never returns.” He clasped his hands in what might have been 
prayer. “She is my bete noir,” he told the ceiling. “She is the curse and 
the scourge of every club in London. Go, sir. Please go. With her. At 
once.” 

“Sure,” said Nick. “I understand she stays at the Aldgate, eh?” 

The thin man turned green. His eyes popped. “My God, man, you 
can’t take her there! Not even at this hour. Especially not at this hour. 
People are just getting in. No. It won’t do. Won’t do at all. The Aldgate 
is always full of newspaper men, gossip columnists. If those vermin 
see her and she talks to them, tells them she was here tonight, I’ll be, 
my club will be—” 

Nick tired of the game. He swung toward the foyer again. The 
girl’s arms waggled, doll like, with the movement. “Stop weeping,” he 
told the man. “She won’t be talking to anybody for a long time. Ill 
take good care of that.” He gave the man a knowing wink, then: “You 
really should do something about those cads, those bounders in 
there.” He nodded toward the Men’s Bar. “Do you know that they 
were about to take advantage of this poor girl? About to rape her, 
rape her right on the bar, when I came in. I saved her honor. If it 
hadn’t been for me—well, talk about headlines! You would have been 
closed up tomorrow. Nasty chaps, in there, all of them. Ask the 
bartender about the fat one with the big stomach. I had to actually 
strike the man to save the girl.” 

His Nibs tottered. He reached for a rail at the side of the stairs and 
clung to it. “S-strike? You struck someone? R-rape. In my Men’s Bar? 


Oh, God! I must be going mad. This can’t be really happening—it’s 
only a dream and soon I'll wake up. I—” 

“Don’t bet on it,” said Nick cheerily. “Well, the lady and I had 
better be running along now. Toodle-oo. But you better take my 
advice and blackball a few people around here.” He nodded toward 
the bar again. “That’s a bad lot down there. A very bad lot—especially 
the one with the big stomach. Wouldn’t surprise me if he was a sex 
fiend of some sort.” 

A new look of horror had come gradually over the manager’s pallid 
features. He stared at Nick, his face twitching, his eyes imploring. His 
voice trembled. “A b-big man with a b-big stomach? Sort of a ruddy 
face? Rather d-distinguished looking?” 

Nick’s answering stare was cold. “If you call fat and flabby 
distinguished, then that might be the man. Why? Who is he?” 

The manager put a thin hand to his brow. He was sweating now. 
‘That is Sir Charles Fotheringgay,” he said limply. “H-he owns a 
controlling interest in this club.” 

Nick, peering through the glass door of the foyer, saw the old 
retainer beckoning a cab to the curb. He waved a hand at the 
manager. 

“How cozy for Sir Charles. Maybe, for the good of the club, you 
can get him to blackball himself. Good night, now. And the lady says 
good night, too.” 

The man seemed not to hear him. He was staring at the AXEman as 
if he were the devil just appeared from hell. Saliva dribbled from the 
carp-like mouth as the man said: “You s-struck Sir Charles?” 

Nick grinned. “Not really. Only tickled him a little. Cheers now.” 

The old man helped him load the Princess into the cab. Nick gave 
the old boy a fiver and smiled at him. “Thanks, Pop. Better go in and 
get the smelling salts now—His Nibs is going to need it. Goodbye.” 

He told the driver to head for the Kensington district. Might as 
well face it, he thought. He studied the sleeping face lying so easily, so 
lightly, against his big shoulder. Again he caught the smell of whisky. 
She must have put a lot of the stuff away tonight 

Nick faced it. He didn’t want to take her back to the Aldgate in this 
condition. He doubted she had any reputation left to lose, but even so 
it was not a thing you did to a lady. And lady she was—even in this 
condition. Nick Carter, at different times and in different parts of the 
world, had shared beds with enough ladies to know one when he saw 
her. Drunk she might be, promiscuous she might be, a lot of things she 
might be, but she was yet a lady. He knew the type. Acid head, harlot, 
nympho, bitch—or any of a hundred other things—all these she could 
be. But the features and the bearing, the regal grace even in throes of 
alcohol, these could not be hidden. 


His Nibs had been right about one thing—the Aldgate, while a 
posh and expensive hotel, was not at all staid or conservative in the 
real London sense. The huge lobby would be swinging, bustling, at 
this hour in the morning—even in this heat there were always some 
swingers in London—and there was sure to be a reporter or two, and a 
photographer, lurking somewhere in the woodwork. 

He glanced down at the girl again. Just then the taxi hit a 
chuckhole, a nasty springing bounce, and the girl fell away from him. 
Nick pulled her back. She mumbled something and threw one arm 
around his neck. Her soft wet mouth slid across his cheek. 

“Again,” she murmured. “Please do it again.” 

Nick disengaged her arm and patted her cheek. He couldn’t throw 
her to the wolves. 

“Prince’s Gate,” he told the driver. “Off the Knightsbridge Road. 
You know it?” 

“I know it, sir.” 

He would take her to his flat and get her to bed. Sober her up, get 
her to feeling better in the morning. Then they would see what 
happened. 

Killmaster admitted to himself that he was more than a little 
curious about the Princess da Gama. He knew, in a vague way, who 
she was now. He had read about her from time to time, in the papers, 
or perhaps had even heard her discussed by his friends. Killmaster was 
not “social” in any accepted sense—very few highly skilled agents are 
—but he did remember the name. Her full name. Morgan da Gama. A 
quite genuine Princess of the Royal Portuguese blood. Vasco da Gama 
had been an early, remote ancestor. 

Nick smiled down at the sleeping girl. He smoothed the sleek dark 
cap of hair. Maybe he wouldn’t call Hawk first thing in the morning, 
after all. Give it a little time. If she was this lovely and desirable 
drunk, what might she be sober? Maybe. Maybe not. Nick shrugged 
his wide shoulders. He might be letting himself in for a hell of a 
letdown. 

Give it time. See where the trail led. 

They turned into Prince’s Gate and went on around to Bellvue 
Crescent. Nick indicated his apartment house. The driver pulled to the 
curb. “You want any help with her, sir?” 

“T think,” said Nick Carter, “that I can handle it.” 

He paid the man, then got the girl out of the cab and onto the 
pavement. She stood swaying in his embrace. Nick tried to induce her 
to walk, but she refused. 

The driver was watching with interest. “Sure you don’t need help, 
sir? ’'d be glad—” 

“No thanks.” He swung her over his shoulder again, fanny first, her 


arms and head dangling behind him. This was the way it would have 
to be. 

Nick smiled at the driver. “See. Nothing to it. Everything under 
control.” 

Those words would come back to haunt him. 


Chapter 3 


KILLMASTER stood in the shambles of the Dragon Club, fourteen 
Half Crescent Mews, and pondered the ineffable truth of the old saw 
about curiosity and the cat. His own professional curiosity hadn’t 
killed him—not yet. But this time it—and his interest in the Princess— 
had gotten him into one hell of a mess. 

It was five minutes after four. There was a hint of coolness in the 
air and false dawn lay just under the horizon. Nick Carter had been in 
the place for ten minutes. From the moment he entered the Dragon 
Club and sniffed the fresh blood, the playboy in the AXEman had 
vanished. Now he was all professional tiger. 

The Dragon Club had been torn apart. Ripped to pieces by parties 
unknown who had been searching for something. The something, Nick 
thought, would be a film or films. He had duly noted the screen and 
projector and had found a cleverly hidden camera. No film. The 
searchers had found what they sought. 

Killmaster went back to where the naked body sprawled before the 
big sofa. He felt a little sick again, but fought it off. He had seen worse 
than this, though not often and not much worse. 

The dead man’s clothes lay in a bloody heap nearby. They were 
soaked with blood, as was the sofa and the floor around it. The man 
had been killed first, then stripped and mutilated. Nick felt nausea 
rising as he regarded the mutilated genitals—someone had cut them 
off and stuffed them into his mouth. 

It was a nasty sight. Nick, fighting back the urge to retch, switched 
his attention to the pile of bloody clothes. The mutilation of the 
genitals, he considered, had been intended to make it look like a sex 
crime of some sort. A kookie killing. He didn’t think so. There was no 
mutilation of the features, no frenzied beating of the corpse. Just a 
clean, professional throat cutting with the genital slicing apparently 
thrown in as an afterthought. 

A large pigskin wallet was protruding from the hip pocket of the 
bloody trousers. Nick, a handkerchief over his fingers, drew the wallet 
out and flipped it open. He thought he knew who the dead man was, 
but the wallet should clear matters up. 

It did. Nick extracted a plain white card, one of a dozen, and read 
it: Captain Theodore Blacker. In smaller print, in the lower right hand 
corner, he read: Her Majesty’s Ulster Rifles. 

He flipped through the wallet. It was Blacker, right enough. 
Driver’s license. National Health card. Library card, Automobile Club 
card, all the rest of it. 


Nick dropped the wallet to the floor, keeping only the white card. 
He drew another identical white card from his pocket and compared 
them. A grim little smile touched his lips. The second card had come 
from the Princess da Gama’s purse, which he had searched after 
putting her to bed in his flat. He turned the card over and looked 
again at what was written on the back, in red ink, in a furious hurried 
scrawl. Dragon Club. Kill him! Kill him! Kill him! Kill him! 

Nick Carter dropped both cards in his pocket. His smile vanished 
and only the grimness remained. When the girl had written those 
words, if she had written them, she had intended murder. There can 
be a lot of truth in a doodle. 

Nick reached into his other jacket pocket and took out the neat 
little .22 automatic pistol. Deadly toy. A Webley Lilliput and, at close 
range, just as lethal as his own Luger. And with a silencer yet Nick put 
the little pistol back in his pocket with a hard grin. Amazing the 
things you could find in a lady’s purse sometimes. Especially this lady, 
the Princess Morgan da Gama, now sleeping it off in his flat in Prince’s 
Gate. The lady was going to have to answer some questions. 

Killmaster made for the door. He had been in the club too long 
now. No point in getting mixed up in a nasty murder like this. Part of 
his own curiosity was satisfied—the girl couldn’t have killed Blacker— 
and if Hawk ever found out about this he would go into convulsions 
and have nine different kinds of kittens! Get out while the getting was 
good. 

He had found the Dragon door ajar when he arrived. He closed it 
now, using the handkerchief. He had touched nothing in the club 
except the wallet. He went swiftly down the stairs to the small lobby, 
thinking that he could walk around to Threadneedle Street by cutting 
through Swan Alley and find a taxi there. It was the opposite direction 
from which he had arrived. Just as well. 

But when Nick peered through the big, iron, latticed glass door he 
saw that the getting out was not going to be as easy as the getting in. 
Dawn was imminent now and the world was suffused with mother of 
pearl light. He could see the big black sedan parked across the 
entrance to the mews. There was a man at the wheel. Two other men, 
big men and roughly dressed, wearing the scarves and cloth caps of 
costermongers, were lounging against the car. The AXEman could not 
be sure in the faulty light, but they looked like Negroes. That was a 
new one—he had never seen a Negro costermonger before. 

Nick made a mistake. He moved too fast. They saw the flicker of 
movement behind the glass. The man at the wheel snapped an order 
and the two big men started down the mews toward the front door of 
Number fourteen. The AXEman turned and ran lightly toward the 
back of the lobby. They looked like hard cases, those two, and except 


for the Lilliput taken from the girl’s purse he was unarmed. He had 
been having a fun time in London, using a cover name, and the Luger 
and stiletto were under a floorboard back at the flat. 

Nick found a door leading out of the lobby into a narrow 
passageway. He put on speed, dragging the little .22 from his jacket 
pocket as he ran. It was better than nothing, but he would have given 
a hundred pounds for the familiar heft of the Luger in his hand. 

The back door was locked. A simple house key. Nick clicked it 
open, slipped through taking the key with him, and locked it from the 
outside. It would delay them a few seconds, more if they didn’t want 
to risk noise. 

He was in a littered courtyard. The light grew with every second. A 
tall brick wall, glass shard topped, fenced the rear of the courtyard. 
Nick yanked off his jacket as he ran. He was about to toss the jacket 
over the broken bottle glass, set into mortar, when he saw the foot 
protruding from a pile of garbage cans. Now what the hell? 

Time was precious but he wasted a few seconds. There were two of 
them hidden by the garbage cans, Cockneys by their looks, and both 
had their throats neatly cut. A beadlet of sweat rolled into Killmaster’s 
eyes. This thing was taking on the aspect of a massacre. He gazed for 
an instant at the dead man nearest him—the poor bastard had a nose 
like a knife and his right hand was clenched around brass knucks that 
had not saved him. 

There was noise now at the back door. Time to go. Nick put his 
jacket over the glass, vaulted, let himself down on the other side and 
dragged down the jacket. Cloth ripped. He wondered, as he 
shouldered into the torn jacket, if old Throgmorton would allow it on 
his AXE expense account. 

He was in a narrow passage that paralleled Moorgate Road. Left or 
right? 

He chose left and ran for it, heading for a rectangle of light at the 
far end of the passage. As he ran he glanced back, saw a dim figure 
astride the brick wall, its hand raised. Nick ducked and ran faster, but 
the man did not fire. That figured. They didn’t want noise anymore 
than he did. 

He made his way through a maze of passages and mews to 
Wormwood Street. He had some faint idea where he was now. He cut 
over to New Broad Street and so into Finsbury Circus, looking all the 
time for a cruising taxi. Never had he seen the streets of London so 
deserted. Not even a solitary milkman was to be seen in the steadily 
growing light, and certainly not the welcome silhouette of a Bobby’s 
helmet. 

As he entered Finsbury Circus the big black sedan rounded a 
corner and purred toward him. They had lucked onto him. And now 


there was nowhere to run. It was a section of homes and small shops, 
all locked and forbidding, all mute witnesses, none offering succour. 

The black sedan eased to the curb beside him. Nick continued to 
walk, his hand on the .22 in his pocket. He had been right. All three 
were Negroes. The driver was a small man, the other two were huge. 
One of the big men was riding in front with the driver, the other man 
was in the rear. 

Killmaster walked rapidly, not looking directly at them, using his 
marvelous peripheral vision to case the scene. They were observing 
him just as closely and that he did not like. They would know him 
again. If there ever was an “again.” Right now Nick wasn’t so sure 
there would be. The big Negro in the front seat was pointing 
something at him and it wasn’t a pea shooter. The AXEman nearly 
made his own ploy then, very nearly fell and rolled away to an 
areaway just ahead, nearly went into action with the .22. His muscles 
and his reflexes were ready, but something halted him. He gambled 
that these men, whoever they were, didn’t want an open, noisy 
showdown right in Finsbury Circus. 

Nick kept walking. The Negro with the gun said: “Stop, Mister. Get 
in the car. We want to talk to you.” There was an accent that the 
AXEman could not place. 

He kept walking. From the corner of his mouth, speaking like a 
con, he said: “Go to hell.” 

The man with the gun said something to the driver, a spate of 
hurried words falling over each other, in a language Nick Carter had 
never heard before. It reminded him a little of Swahili, yet it wasn’t 
Swahili. But one thing he knew now, one thing he had gained—that 
language was out of Africa. But what in hell could Africans want with 
him? 

Silly question, simple answer. They had been waiting outside 
fourteen Half Crescent Mews. They had seen him there. He had run. 
QED. Now they wanted to talk to him. About Mr. Theodore Blacker’s 
murder? Probably. About what had been taken from the premises, 
something which they didn’t have or they wouldn’t be bothering with 
him. Again probably. 

He came to a corner and turned right. The street was blank and 
deserted. Where in hell was everybody? Nick was reminded of one of 
those stupid movies where the hero runs endlessly through lifeless 
streets, never finding a soul to help. He had never believed those 
pictures. He did now. He was walking right in the middle of eight 
million people and he couldn’t find a one. Just the cozy four of them 
—himself and the three Negroes. 

The black car had turned the corner and was following again. The 
Negro in the front seat said, “You better get in, man, before we have 


to get rough. We don’t want that. All we want is to talk to you for a 
few minutes.” 

Nick kept walking. “You heard me,” he snapped. “Go to hell. Leave 
me alone or you might get hurt.” 

The Negro with the gun laughed. “Oh, man, that is so funny.” He 
spoke to the driver again in the tongue that sounded like Swahili but 
wasn’t 

The car spurted ahead. It went fifty yards, then swung into the 
curb again. The two big Negroes in their cloth caps and 
costermonger’s disguise leaped out and started walking back toward 
Nick Carter. The smaller man, the driver, sidled across the seat until 
he was half out of the car, a stubby black automatic in one hand. 

The man who had spoken before said: “Better come and talk, man. 
We don’t want to hurt you, true. But if you make us well fix you 
good.” 

The other Negro, he never spoke the whole time, was a step or two 
behind. Killmaster knew instantly that here was the real trouble and 
that he had to make a decision and make it fast. To kill or not to kill? 
He decided to try not to kill, though it might be forced on him. The 
second Negro was about six-six and built like a gorilla with enormous 
shoulders and chest and long dangling arms. As black as the ace of 
spades, with a battered nose and a face full of puckered scars. Nick 
understood that if the man ever got to close quarters, ever got him in 
a bear hug, he would be finished. 

The leading Negro, who had put his gun away, took it from his 
pocket again. He reversed it and menaced Nick with the butt. “You 
coming peaceful, man?” 

“Coming,” said Nick Carter. He took a step forward, leaped high 
and turned in midair for the savate kick, meaning to put his heavy 
shoe into the man’s jaw. The man knew his job and his reflexes were 
fast. He swung the pistol in front of his jaw, guarding it, while he tried 
to grab one of Nick’s ankles with his left hand. He missed and Nick 
kicked the gun out of his hand. It fell with a clatter in the gutter. Nick 
fell on his back, cushioning the impact with both hands at his sides. 
The Negro lunged down at him, trying to grapple and close so the 
bigger and tougher man could do the real work. 

Killmaster’s actions were as controlled and fluid as mercury. He 
hooked his left foot behind the man’s right ankle and kicked hard at 
the knee. Kicked as hard as he could. The knee broke like a weak 
hinge and the man screamed loud in the morning. He rolled into the 
gutter and lay there, silent now but for curses, holding his knee and 
trying to find the gun he had dropped. He did not, yet, realize that the 
gun was beneath him. 

The gorilla man came in silently, his little bright eyes intent on the 


AXEman. He had seen and understood what had happened to his 
mate. He came slowly, arms outspread, hedging Nick back in against 
the front of a building. It was a shop front of some sort and there was 
an iron safety grille across it. Nick felt the iron against his back now. 

Nick stiffened the fingers of his right hand and jabbed at the huge 
man’s breastbone. Much harder than he had jabbed Sir Charles in The 
Diplomat, hard enough to maim and cause excruciating pain, yet not 
quite hard enough to burst the aorta and kill. 

Nothing. His fingers hurt. It was like jabbing a concrete slab. The 
big Negro’s lips moved in what might have been a grin as he moved 
in. Nick was nearly pinned against the iron grille now. He kicked at a 
knee and hurt the man, but not enough. One of the giant fists clubbed 
him and the world rocked and spun. His breath was coming harder 
now and he could hear himself beginning to sob a little as air whistled 
in and out of his lungs. He jabbed at the man’s eyes with his fingers 
and got a second of respite, but the gambit got him too close to those 
huge arms. He backed off, trying to sidle off to one side, to get out of 
the closing trap. No use. 

The AXEman stiffened his hand, his thumb at a right angle and 
slashed at the other’s jaw with a murderous karate chop. The ridge 
from his little finger to the wrist was rough and calloused, as hard as 
the boards he could break with one blow, but the big Negro did not go 
down. He blinked, his eyes went a muddy yellow for a moment, then 
he came on in contempt. Nick hit him again with the same blow and 
this time he did not even blink. The long, thick, hugely biceped arms 
closed around the AXEman like a boa constrictor. 

Nick was frightened and desperate now, but as always his superb 
brain was functioning and he was thinking ahead. He managed to get 
his right hand into the pocket of his jacket, around the butt of the .22 
Lilliput. With his left hand he clawed at the massive throat of the 
Negro, trying to find a pressure point, to cut off the flow of blood to 
the brain that now had only one thought—to crush him. 

Then, for a moment, he was as helpless as any baby. The 
mammoth black man set his feet wide apart, leaned back a little, and 
lifted the AXEman from the pavement. He pressed Nick against him 
like a long lost brother. Nick’s face was mashed into the man’s chest 
and he could smell him, sweat and pomade and flesh. He was still 
trying to find a nerve in the man’s neck, but his fingers were 
weakening and it was like trying to delve into thick rubber. 

The Negro grunted softly. The pressure grew—and grew—and 
grew. Slowly the air was forced out of Nick’s lungs. His tongue was 
hanging out and his eyes popping, yet he knew that the man was not 
really trying to kill him. They wanted him alive, to talk. The man only 
intended to squeeze Nick into blackout—and break a few ribs in the 


process. 

More pressure. The huge arms moved slowly in like a pneumatic 
vise. Nick would have groaned if he’d had the breath. Something had 
to give soon—a rib, all his ribs, his entire chest. The agony was 
becoming unbearable. He would have to use the gun after all. The 
silenced pistol he had lifted from the girl’s purse. 

His fingers were so numb that for a moment he couldn’t find the 
trigger. Finally he did find it and pulled it. There was a plop of sound 
and the little gun kicked in his pocket. The giant kept squeezing him. 
Nick got roaring mad. The damned fool didn’t even know he had been 
shot! He pulled the trigger again and again. The gun kicked and 
squirmed and there was a smell of powder. 

The Negro dropped Nick, who fell to his knees, panting for breath. 
He watched, gasping, fascinated, as the man took another step back. 
He seemed to have forgotten all about Nick. He stared down at his 
chest and beltline, where little red splotches were leaking from his 
clothes. Nick did not think he had seriously injured the man; he had 
not hit a vital spot, and shooting a hulk like this with a .22 was like 
shooting an elephant with a slingshot. 

It was the blood, his own blood, that frightened and subdued the 
big man. The AXEman, still fighting for breath, trying to get up, stared 
in amazement as the Negro searched among his clothes for the little 
bullet bites. His hands were slippery with blood now and he looked as 
if he were about to burst into tears. He stared at Nick in reproach. 

“Bad,” said the giant. “Most bad—you shoot. I bleed. Bad.” 

A shout and the sound of a car being reversed savagely aroused 
Nick from his stupor. He realized that only seconds had passed. The 
smaller man had leaped from the black car and was dragging the man 
with the broken knee into it. At the same time he barked commands in 
the strange language to the giant. It was full daylight now and Nick 
saw that the small man had a mouthful of gold teeth. 

The little man glowered at Nick as he pushed the crippled man 
into the rear of the car. “Better you run, mister. You win for now, but 
maybe we see you again, huh? I think so. If you are smart you not talk 
to police.” 

The huge Negro was still staring at the blood and muttering to 
himself. The smaller man snapped at him in the Swahili-like language 
and he obeyed as a child might, climbing back into the car. 

The driver got behind the wheel. He snapped a menacing salute at 
Nick. “See you some other time, mister.” The car roared away. Nick 
noted that it was a Bentley and that the license plate was so encrusted 
with dirt that it could not be read. Intentionally so, of course. He 
sighed, felt his ribs tenderly, and began to reassemble himself. What 
the giant Negro had left of him. It did not appear to be much. He took 


a deep breath. OWwwwwww—that hurt. What a brute! 

He glanced to his left in time to see a pair of helmets enter the far 
end of the street. Bobbies. Now they showed! 

Time to fold his tent and vanish. Nick turned to his right and 
began to saunter. 

He would go back to the flat and ask some questions. He would get 
some answers, too, if he had to choke them out of her. If he must he 
would hold her under an icy shower until she screamed for mercy. He 
would pour black coffee down her until she gagged. 

He walked until he found an entrance to the underground, where 
he caught an Inner Circle train to Kensington Gore. He thought of the 
Princess again. Maybe, about now, she was awakening in a strange 
bed, terrified and in the throes of a terrible hangover. The thought 
pleased him. Let her suffer a little. He felt his ribs again. Ohhh. She 
was, in a way, responsible for all this. 

Then Killmaster laughed aloud. So unabashedly did he laugh that a 
man sitting a little down the car, reading a morning paper, gave him 
an odd glance. Nick paid him no attention. 

That was all nonsense, of course. It was—whatever it was—all his 
fault. For sticking his nose in. He had been bored to death, wanting 
action, and now he was getting it. Without even calling Hawk. Maybe 
he wouldn’t call Hawk, just handle this little bit of extra-curricular fun 
and games all on his own. He had picked up a drunken girl and 
stumbled into a murder and had been worked over by some Africans. 

Killmaster began to hum a little French tune that had to do with 
naughty ladies. His ribs didn’t hurt any more. He felt good. This could 
turn out to be fun for once—no spies, no counter-espionage, no Hawk 
and no Official restrictions. Just good old-fashioned murder and a 
pretty, utterly lovely girl, who had to be saved. Plucked from the 
burning, as it were. 

Nick Carter laughed again. This could turn out to be fun, playing 
Ned Rover or Tom Swift. Up to a point. Ned and Tom never got to go 
to bed with their ladies, and Nick couldn’t imagine not going to bed 
with his. 

First, though, the lady must talk. She was in this murder bit up to 
her pretty fanny, though she couldn’t have killed Blacker herself, in 
person. 

Yet the wish had been there, as witness red ink scrawled on a card. 
And the gun, the .22 that had saved his life or, at least, his ribs. 

Nick began to look forward to this next visit with the Princess da 
Gama. He would be sitting there, right by the bed, with a cup of black 
coffee or tomato juice, when she opened those green eyes and asked 
the usual question: “Where am I?” 

The man down the aisle was peering over his paper at Nick Carter. 


The man appeared bored, also tired and sleepy. His eyes were puffy, 
but very alert. He wore a pair of cheap rumpled slacks and a garish 
yellow sport shirt with purple figuring. His socks were thin and black 
and he wore brown leather sandals with open toes. His chest hair, 
where it was revealed by the wide V of the shirt, was scant and 
touched with gray. He was hatless, his hair badly in need of cutting. 

When Nick Carter got off at Kensington Gore the man with the 
newspaper followed as unobtrusively as a shadow. 


Chapter 4 


SHE WAS GONE. The scent of her was still in his bedroom, the 
indentation of her body on the sheets, the flowered coverlet rucked 
carelessly back. But no Princess. 

Nick Carter surveyed the bedroom for a moment, shook his head in 
wonderment, then went into the tiny kitchen to make coffee. She was 
a pretty rugged gal to be able to snap out of it so fast, to get on her 
beautiful legs and function after the load of booze she’d been carrying. 

While the coffee perked he took a fast shower and shaved. Could 
she have been faking it, for some recondite reason of her own? As he 
toweled his big, lean, superbly muscled body he decided not. He had 
seen a lot of drunks in his day—and that gal had been drunk! 

As he put on a robe and went into the kitchen the answer came to 
him. The vial of pills in her purse. He had noticed them when he’d 
lifted the card and the little gun. Probably pep pills of some sort— 
amphetamines,—which, if she gulped four or five, would give her 
juice enough to function for a few hours. 

Nick poured a little Scotch in his coffee and sat staring at the 
kitchen table and smoking a long, gold-tipped cigarette, a mixture of 
Turkish and Virgina made especially for him in Istanbul. He scowled 
at the blue-gray smoke coiling up. God damn it to hell! He was 
disappointed. He had, well, almost had, begun to make a few plans for 
himself and the Princess. He had decided not to call Hawk, at least for 
a time. God damn it again! The thing had gotten into his blood now, 
was beginning to intrigue him—not only the girl, but the murdered 
Blacker, the Negroes who had attacked him, the whole screwy setup. 
It made a welcome change from the official routine of killing and 
trying to keep from being killed. 

Nick Carter, amateur sleuth! 

He smiled at himself. Hawk, if he knew about it, would have him 
committed. 

Nick finished his coffee and went back to the bedroom. He took a 
large suitcase from a closet and pried up the loose floor board under 
it. This was habit asserting itself, mere professional precaution, given 
the events of the morning. 

From beneath the floor board he took the Luger, wrapped in oily 
rags, and the stiletto in its chamois arm sheath. Wilhelmina, bitch 
gun, and little Hugo, death needle. They would be his friends, would 
stick, when all else, and everybody, had forsaken him. 

Killmaster sloughed off the robe and adjusted the sheath on his 
right forearm The spring mechanism was delicate—a faint twitch of 


his wrist, just so, and the hilt of the stiletto flashed into his palm 
ready for throwing or stabbing. 

There was a worn-out dartboard on one wall of the bedroom. Nick 
turned his back on it, took a few steps, crooked his wrist, turned and 
threw without appearing to aim. The stiletto quivered in the bull’s 
eye. The AXEman nodded. At least he hadn’t lost that skill. He 
replaced the stiletto and began to field strip the Luger, tossing the 
parts oil the mussed bed. He gazed at the long hollow where the girl 
had lain. He sighed. Yes, it might have been good. 

Nick reassembled the Luger, put it in the pocket of his robe, and 
went into the living room. He picked up the phone, not bothering with 
the book, and asked the operator to get him the Aldgate Hotel. 

The desk came on in a nancy voice. “Aldgate—good morning.” 

“The Princess da Gama, please.” She must be there. Where else 
would she have gone? One answer came immediately— fourteen Half 
Crescent Mews. 

They were taking too long to put the call through. That, and two 
distinct clicks on the line warned Nick. They were stalling and the line 
was tapped. Well, well! You never knew, did you? 

He was surprised when a heavy male voice answered from the 
Princess’ suite. It had simply not occurred to him that she might have 
a husband or a lover, perhaps even a brother. 

Nick said: “Let me speak to the Princess, please.” 

Silence. Heavy breathing. Then: “The Princess is not here at the 
moment. Who is this calling?” The English was good, but slightly 
accented. Italian, Nick decided, or maybe French or Portuguese. It was 
hard to tell at first. 

It was Nick’s turn to stall. He did a little heavy breathing himself. 
They had a trace going by now, of course, and he didn’t care. Let them 
trace it. One way of getting them out in the open. 

The man said: “Hello—hello—are you still there?” He sounded 
anxious. 

“Still here,” Nick said sweetly. “And I still want to talk to the 
Princess.” He had placed the accent now. Must be Portuguese. It 
figured. The Princess was Portuguese. 

“She isn’t here,” the man said. “As a matter of fact we’re a little 
worried about her, sir. What did you say your name was?” 

Killmaster ignored that worn-out gambit. He said: “You don’t know 
where she is, then?” 

“No,” the man said. “We would like to know. It’s most important 
that we do know. We’re afraid that something may have happened to 
her. If you are a friend of hers and know where she is we would 
greatly appreciate it if—” 

“T just bet you would,” said Nick. He hung up. Maybe they’d had 


time to trace the call, maybe not. He didn’t particularly care at the 
moment. 

He poured himself a small Scotch, went to the bay window and 
stood looking down into a small square directly beneath him. For 
some reason known only to long dead Englishmen, the little rectangle 
of concrete and greenery was known as Needlework Place. It was 
hemmed by a rusty iron fence. There were flower beds and paths, and 
a few impoverished trees struggled from the cement. Already, at this 
early hour, there was one nanny patrolling the paths with her pram. 

A man was seated on one of the green benches reading a paper. 
Nick glanced at the man casually, thinking only that here was a man 
with sense enough to enjoy the cool of the early morning. It was going 
to be another sweating day and— 

His eyes came sharply back to the man on the bench. His 
professional skin crawled in warning. He had seen the guy before! 
Where? Under what circumstances? 

In a moment he had it. The subway, of course. The man had been 
reading a paper then, too, and had looked at Nick when he laughed. 
Killmaster stepped back from the window, his eyes narrowed now, 
and studied the man with great care. 

No hat. Needs a haircut. Slacks and loud sports shirt, black socks, 
brown sandals. In his forties—with all that hair he could be older and 
look younger—and he looked as if he could use a square meal and 
some sleep. Thin, nearly emaciated, yet with an impression of 
wiriness. 

Nick got another cigarette, lit it, then went back to the window 
and stood staring at the man reading the paper. The AXEman grinned. 
He must know that paper by heart now. 

Nick stepped farther back from the window as the man folded his 
paper and put it on the bench beside him. He took a crumpled pack of 
cigarettes from his pocket and lit one. With utmost casualness, 
without appearing in the least interested, he gave Nick’s block of flats 
a good long scrutiny. 

The AXE agent nodded. The guy was pretty good, but working 
under difficulties. His clothes were wrong for this part of London and 
this time of day. Probably couldn’t be helped—he must have picked 
Nick up at Blacker’s place or shortly afterward and had had no choice 
but to tail him back here. That meant he must have witnessed the 
fracas with the Negroes, but hadn’t wanted to interfere. Why should 
he? He wasn’t obviously, interested in the Negroes at all. He was 
interested in Nick Carter. That was why he was hanging around, 
sticking out like a sore thumb and praying for a relief man and 
someone to cover the rear of the flats. The AXEman could almost 
sympathize: he had been in like spots himself. 


He continued to smoke and stare at the man, who had now gone 
back to pretending to read his paper. Killmaster took it a step farther. 
The man was not really interested in Nick. He was interested in the 
Princess. He thought she was here, now, with Nick. 

Killmaster stubbed out his cigarette and lit another, freshened his 
drink—it was really too early to drink but to hell with it, the stuff 
never bothered him anyway—and paced the living room, glancing out 
every now and then at the man on the green bench. 

Fact— The man who answered the phone in the Princess’ suite had 
had what might be a Portuguese accent. He had been most anxious to 
locate the Princess. 

Fact— The man on the bench, watching Nick’s flat, looked like and 
could be Portuguese. 

Fact— The Princess Morgan da Gama was Portuguese. She was 
also social and wealthy, though no doubt something of a pariah, and 
was a Sort of jet-set drunk and, very likely, a drug addict. 

Fact— A man named Theodore Blacker, about whom Nick knew 
absolutely nothing, had been very messily killed and his own genitals 
jammed down his throat. 

Fact— The Princess had been somehow mixed up with Blacker. 
She had had his card in her purse, with a frenzied kill wish scrawled 
on it, and she had been carrying an automatic pistol with a silencer. 
You didn’t carry a silencer just for protection—you carried it because 
you intended to shoot somebody and you wanted to do it quietly. 

Fact— Three Negroes, speaking a language akin to Swahili but not, 
had tried to kidnap him. One of them, with gorilla blood in him, had 
damned near broken all his ribs. 

Killmaster frowned. Put it all together and it sure as hell didn’t 
spell Mother. If it spelled anything at all, which he doubted, it spelled 
Portuguese. That was the only thread of consistency in the whole mess 
—Portuguese. But how and why and who and— 

It happened so fast that he was nearly caught napping. He saw the 
taxi pull up to the curb and the girl get out. She fumbled in the white 
alligator purse for money. She looked unsteady on her feet, swaying a 
bit, holding to the taxi door as she paid the driver. 

Nick saw the man on the bench get up quickly, toss away the paper 
and start walking across the little square toward the taxi. There was 
determination in his manner and he was moving fast, lithely, like a 
skinny cat after a tired mouse. 

The decision had to be made instantly and without real thought. 
The watcher had agent of some sort written all over him. The voice at 
the Aldgate had also shouted cop, agent, counter-agent, whatever. A 
man had been murdered and the girl, somehow, some way, had blood 
on her. Up to now it had been fun and games and he could still back 


out. Let them take her? 

Killmaster was pounding down the stairs, the decision made 
without conscious volition on his part. His hand closed on the butt of 
the Luger, cold and heavy in the pocket of his robe. 

The girl, panic on her face, was running, half staggering, up the 
dozen steps to the glass outer door of the flats. The taxi had pulled 
away. The man on the bench was running now, sprinting. He vaulted 
the iron gate of the little park, clearing it easily with scissoring long 
legs, and pounded across the street toward the steps. The girl glanced 
back, her mouth contorted. She slipped on the worn stone, ripping a 
stocking and drawing blood, then was up again and running up the 
stairs. 

The man was at the first step as Nick pushed open the heavy glass 
door. The man shouted at the running girl. “Pare, Princess! Pare! Faca 
o favor de pare!” 

Polite bastard, thought Nick as he swung open the big door, 
gripped the girl’s arm and pulled her into the vestibule. He kept the 
Luger in his pocket. The man had made no move to produce a 
weapon. He slammed the door in the man’s face. The girl slumped 
against him, panting, clutching at him to keep herself from falling. 
“Please,” she sobbed. “Please help me. Don’t let that man get me.” 

It occurred to Nick that she did not know who he was. She had 
never seen him when she was sober. He gave her a little push. “Up to 
the first landing and wait. Go!” 

She obeyed. Nick turned back to the glass door, which he was 
holding easily against all the thin man’s efforts to push open. The 
AXEman slipped on the lock and smiled coldly at the man outside. It 
was direct confrontation, separated only by a quarter of an inch of 
glass. They had a good long look at each other. 

There was frustration in the thin man’s face, but an apparent lack 
of rage. Instead Nick could read resignation and patience. For a long 
moment their eyes met and locked, staring through the glass. The 
man’s eyes were a muddy brown, hooded, the nose razor sharp and 
slightly hooked, the lips thin and bloodless. He resembled, at the 
moment, a baffled but very patient hawk. 

Killmaster said, loudly enough to be heard through the glass, “Que 
deseja?” It was a chance to check that out, once and for all. 

A look of surprise flitted over the thin face, vanishing immediately. 
He replied in Portuguese. “I must speak with the Princess, sir. It is of 
the utmost importance.” 

Nick gave him a hard stare. “Quern?” 

The man took a wallet from his hip pocket. He flipped it to show 
Nick an official card in a glassine case. “I am a representative of the 
Portuguese Government, fully accredited. You are permitted to check 


with my Embassy, senhor, if you desire. But I must speak with the 
Princess at once. I insist!” 

Nick smiled at him. “Okay.” I will ask the lady if she wants to talk 
to you. Go back and sit on your bench. If she says yes I'll let you 
know. Okay?” 

The man frowned and shook his head. “Nao—nao! That will not do 
at all. The Princess will not consent to see me. She is very ill, senhor, 
she is not herself. I, my Government, wish to take care of her. So—you 
will open the door at once!” 

“T don’t think I will,” said Nick. “Of course you can always call the 
police.” 

The man shook his head. “Nao! The police are not wanted.” 

Killmaster nodded. “I would have bet on it So take off, Buster. 
You’re wasting your time. Va embora!” It was the Portuguese 
equivalent of get lost 

The thin man shrugged. He gave Nick a final piercing glance from 
the muddy brown eyes, then turned and went I down the steps. The 
AXEman watched as he retraced his steps to the bench, picked up his 
paper again, and sat down to read. So that was pretty much that. 
Stubborn bastard! 

Nick went up the stairs to the first landing, after first unlocking the 
door. There were a couple of dozen flats in this building and he 
doubted the Portuguese would dare attract attention by canvassing 
them all. The girl was secure for the moment. 

The girl? She wasn’t on the first landing, though he caught the 
faint waft of her perfume. Nick cursed. If the little bitch had taken 
another runout on him— 

He went up another flight of stairs to his flat. She was there, on the 
sofa, sprawling on her back and showing a lot of leg and bloody 
stocking. She still wore the green mini-dress, now considerably the 
worse for wear. Her gamin hair was mussed and she had dark circles 
under her green eyes. 

She had been crying recently. As Nick entered and locked the door 
behind him she tried to tug down her skirt. Her hands were trembling 
badly. 

Yet there was hauteur in the look she gave him, and her voice did 
not quaver when she said: “Who are you? What are you doing here? 
And how dare you lock the door!” 

Nick Carter stared at her. He knew his jaw was drooping. Before he 
could answer the phone rang. The double shrill of the British phone 
started a gong in his brain—only two people beside himself knew this 
number. The American Ambassador to the Court of St. James and 
David Hawk. 

Nick checked the door again. He put on the chain and slid the bolt. 


As he went to the phone he told the girl, “Don’t get any silly ideas 
about running away. I’ll have you before you can get the chain off.” 

She closed her eyes and ignored him. Nick picked up the impatient 
instrument and said guardedly, “Yes?” 

“This is the house dick,” said a familiar voice. “Get that woman out 
of your room.” 

Killmaster narrowed his eyes. He was beyond surprise now. One 
thing he knew—when David Hawk, his boss, turned comedian, trouble 
was on the way. 

He played along. “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. Right away, sir. Will there be 
anthing else, sir?” 

“There sure as hell will be,” said Hawk gruffly. “Now listen well 
and answer briefly, yes or no. This is code EOW!” 

End Of World. It was AXE’s highest priority, most urgent, top 
secret code. Killmaster tensed, every superbly conditioned reflex on 
the alert. “Yes, sir. I understand.” 

“You have the Princess Morgan da Gama with you right now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. Fine. You are to hold on to her at all costs. I repeat, all 
costs!” 

“Understood.” 

“Ts anyone else taking an interest in her? Right now?” 

“Yes, sir. He’s across the street in a park. I just had a little run-in 
with him. Says he’s a representative of the Portuguese Government. 
Maybe he is. He looks like he could be.” 

Hawk swore, using words that Nick had not thought the old man 
knew. 

Hawk said: “He is, very likely. He’s probably Major Carlos Oliveira 
of Portuguese Intelligence. Counter-intelligence, really. Damn and 
blast it! Is he alone?” 

“T think so, so far. I think the guy is in sort of a bind—he can’t 
break off surveillance long enough to get to a phone. I know how he 
feels. But he’ll think of something.” 

“Good,” said Hawk. “A break for us. Can you get the girl out the 
back way without being spotted?” 

“T can try.” 

“Make it fast, then. ’m at London Airport now. I'll meet you in an 
hour at the Cock and Bull. Understood?” 

“Under—” 

There was a series of rapid backfires from the street below. 
Backfires? The explosions were too close together, too stuttery, to be 
backfires. 

Nick told his boss, “Hold on a minute, sir.” 

He went to the window and peered out. The big black sedan, a 


Bentley, was just pulling away. The nanny was cowering over her 
pram, screaming silently through fingers covering her mouth. The tall 
skinny man lay on the pavement beside the green bench. One leg was 
still twitching and even at this distance Nick could see the dark stains 
beginning to grow beneath the lank figure. He went back to the 
phone. 

“Tt’s all academic now, sir. Someone just gunned our boy down. 
Black Bentley. Black people, too. I know who. I had trouble with them 
earlier this morning.” 

He expected more, but all Hawk said was: “You do get around, 
don’t you son! All right. It’s a break. Get the hell out of there, fast. Be 
careful. Break trail a couple of times. You and the girl must not, repeat 
must not, be followed to the Cock and Bull. The whole mission 
depends on it. Now get cracking!” Hawk hung up. 

Mission? What mission? Nick put down the phone and stared at 
the prone figure on the sofa. She had crossed her forearms over her 
face and now and then she groaned softly. The green skirt had rucked 
up to show the lower edges of white panties. 

Mission! Killmaster sighed and swore a little. There went his lovely 
freelance adventure, sans Hawk and official killing. He was right back 
in the rut. He could already feel the harness beginning to bind. But 
how? Who, why, where, when and what? This was the screwiest mess 
he had ever stepped into. 

Killmaster went to the sofa, looking very grim. His not to reason 
why—his just to do what Ol’ Massa Hawk say and try to stay alive 
whilst doing it. 

He bent to shake her violently. She moaned and looked at him 
with those green eyes, red-streaked now. “Come on,” said Nick, 
putting steel in his voice. “Snap out of it, Princess. We move again. 
Now. Fast. Depressa—mais depressa, as you Portuguese always say. In 
plain Yank—shake those beautiful legs!” 

She scowled and pulled away from him. “I must sleep. I am 
exhausted. I am also sick, very sick.” 

He had to admit that she looked sick. She had a greenish pallor 
and what little makeup she wore was smeared. The smudges beneath 
her eyes had become black bruises. Nevertheless she managed a 
haughty stare and repeated her earlier query. 

“Who are you? Have we met before?” 

She was either crazy or still so hungover and/or drugged that she 
really didn’t know what was going on. Nick pleaded with God to give 
him patience. He grabbed her by a slim arm, not gently, and dragged 
her to the bay window. 

“Take a good look,” he told her brutally. “It’s your old buddy—the 
guy who tried to nab you a few minutes ago. Morto—muito morto! 


You want that to happen to you?” 

He watched her closely as she stared down at the little crowd in 
the park. There was a bobby there now, and a dozen onlookers, and a 
pair of feet in black socks and brown leather sandals sprawled in the 
laxness of death. 

She was trembling, fine little tremors that tore at the slim beautiful 
body, but Nick could not read fear on her face. She said—words that 
seemed very strange to him at the time— “I have prayed for it many 
times. A consummation devoutly to be desired—yet it happens to him 
and not to me. There is no justice and no pity in the world.” 

She turned away from the window, looking at Nick with bloodshot 
green eyes that did not really see him. She said: “I must have a drink. 
I’m getting the shakes very badly. I simply must have a drink.” 

He started to refuse, then decided to humor her. It was plain that 
she was on the verge of collapse. That wouldn’t do. They had to 
travel. 

Nick handed her the bottle of Scotch. She uncorked it and drank 
from the bottle, unashamed, gurgling the stuff down like any Bowery 
wino. When she put the bottle down she reached for the white purse 
lying on the floor beside the sofa. Nick got to it first. 

“Tl just have a look,” he told her with a hard smile. “See if you’ve 
restocked your arsenal.” 

She attempted a smile. Her lipstick was badly smeared and the 
effect was a little grotesque. 

“Tt was you took my pistol, then? And the card?” 

He nodded. “You were in pretty bad shape. I was afraid you might 
hurt yourself.” 

She ignored that. She extended her hand. “It’s the pills I want. 
Only the pills. I need them. Please?” 

Nick tossed her the vial of pills. “Bennies? Amphetamine?” 

A nod. “Yes. I must have them. My nerves are in very bad shape.” 

“T can believe that,” he said. He pulled a pair of white gloves from 
the purse. He had noticed them before. But then they had been clean, 
pristinely white. Now both of them bore bloodstains. The AXEman 
glanced at her leg, at the torn stocking and blood on her knee. No. 
The gloves had been in her purse all the while. 

She was watching him now, aware that he had seen the 
bloodstains on the gloves. The green eyes had taken on a wary look. 

“How,” Nick asked, “is every little thing at fourteen Half Crescent 
Mews?” 

The Princess dropped the vial of pills. One hand went to her 
throat, the other to her breasts. Her red mouth worked and she stared 
at him with a strange mixture of terror and defiance. At last she said, 
“Who are you?” 


Nick tossed the purse at her. “Your needle is stuck, Princess. You 
keep asking the same questions.” 

He watched her struggle, appreciated the enormous effort she 
made to stop shaking, pull herself together, erase the fear and doubt 
and face him with some degree of composure. He had to give her A 
for effort. Whatever she was, she was a lady and a Princess. He had 
been right about that. 

Her voice was under control when she asked, “Are you a 
policeman of some sort? Am I under arrest?” 

Killmaster lied. It was a long way to the Cock and Bull, where he 
was to meet Hawk, and he needed her cooperation to get her there. It 
would save trouble all around. 

He said: “Not exactly a policeman. I do have an interest in you. 
Unofficially as of now. I think you’re in bad trouble. I might be able to 
help you. We’ll know more about that later, when I’ve taken you to 
see someone.” 

“See who?” Her tone was stronger. She was beginning to firm up 
now. He could see the booze and the pills working. 

Nick smiled his most ingratiating smile. What Hawk sometimes 
alluded to as his “lay ‘em in the aisles” smile. “I can’t tell you that,” he 
said. “But he isn’t a cop, either. He might be able to help you, too. 
He’ll want to help you.” 

Forgive him for that one. Hawk would help all right—if there were 
anything in it for Hawk, and AXE. Meaning the same thing. 

The girl turned snappish. “Don’t try to treat me like a child,” she 
said. “I may be drunk and a fool, but I’m not a child.” She reached for 
the bottle again. 

He took the bottle away from her. “No more booze for now. Are 
you coming with me or not?” He didn’t want to have to handcuff her 
and drag her along. 

She did not look at him. Her eyes, longing, were on the bottle. She 
curled her long legs beneath her on the sofa, making no attempt to 
pull her skirt down. Here came the sex bit. Anything for a drink—even 
herself. 

Her smile was tentative. “Did we by any chance sleep together last 
night? I have these complete blackouts, you see. I never remember 
anything.” 

She was going to be difficult. So would Hawk be, a lot more so, if 
this deal got fouled up again. EOW code meant just that—whatever 
this mess was, and whatever part the Princess da Gama was playing, it 
was deadly serious. Life and death. 

Nick walked to the phone and picked it up. He was bluffing, but 
she could not know that. He made his voice rough, mean. And vulgar. 

“Okay, Princess, we’ll just cut out the horseshit now. But I’ll do 


you a favor—I won’t call the police. I’ll call the Portuguese Embassy 
and have them pick you up. You’re going to need help and that’s what 
an Embassy is for.” 

He started to dial, any digits at all, watching her with narrowed 
eyes. 

Her face crumpled. She slumped and began to cry. 

“No—no! I'll go with you. I—T’ll do anthing you say. But don’t turn 
me over to the Portuguese. They—they want to put me in an insane 
asylum.” 

“That figures,” said Killmaster cruelly. He nodded toward the 
bathroom. “T’ll give you five minutes in there. Then we travel.” 


Chapter 5 


THE COCK AND BULL INN stands in an ancient cobbled courtyard 
that was, in early medieval times, a site of hangings and beheadings. 
The Inn itself was built in Christopher Marlowe’s time, and there are 
scholars who hold that it was here that Marlowe was murdered. Today 
the Cock and Bull is not a busy house, though it has its quota of 
regulars; it stands in semi-isolation, set well back from the East India 
Dock Road and near the Isle of Dogs, an anachronism of rosy brick 
and half-timbering submerged in the busy hurry and scurry of modern 
traffic and shipping. 

Very few people know of the sub-basements and secret rooms that 
lie beneath the Cock and Bull. Scotland Yard may know, and MI 5 and 
the Special Branch, but if they do they make no sign, turning a blind 
eye to certain irregularities, as is the custom between friendly nations. 

Nevertheless David Hawk, the irascible and hard-bitten head of 
AXE, was very conscious of his responsibilities. Now, in one of the 
sub-basement rooms, plainly but comfortably furnished and air 
conditioned, he stared at his Number One and said: “This is all as 
illegal as hell, you know. All of us, the Portuguese and the Negroes, 
we're all on slippery ground. Especially the Negroes—they don’t even 
have a country, much less an Embassy! And the Portuguese aren’t 
much better off. They have to be very careful with the British, who 
have been more or less siding with them in the UN on the Angola 
question. They don’t want to twist the lion’s tail—that’s why they 
haven’t dared to snatoh the Princess before this.” 

Nick Carter lit a gold-tip cigarette and nodded. He and his boss had 
been talking now for half an hour and, while some matters were 
coming clear, much was still murky and in limbo. Hawk was getting it 
cleared up, all right, but in his usual slow and tortuous manner. 

Hawk poured a glass of water from a carafe beside him. He 
dropped in a big round pill, watched the stuff sizzle for a moment, 
then drank it. He rubbed a belly that was amazingly flat for a man of 
his years. 

“My stomach hasn’t caught up with me yet,” Hawk said. “It’s still 
in Washington.” He glanced at his wristwatch and shook his head. 
Nick had seen the look before. He understood. Hawk was of a 
generation that did not quite, really, understand the jet age. 

Hawk said: “Just four and a half hours ago I was sleeping in my 
own bed. The phone rang. It was the Secretary of State. Forty-five 
minutes later I was in a CIA plane, doing better than two thousand 
miles an hour over the Atlantic.” He rubbed his stomach again. ‘Too 


damned fast for my intestinal clock.” 

Killmaster said: “That’s part of what I don’t understand yet, sir. 
The Secretary himself, a supersonic plane, this hurry-hush meeting. 
All because the Portuguese let out a yell. I don’t get it.” 

His boss seemed not to have heard him. He was grumbling, half to 
himself, as he shoved an unlit cigar into his thin mouth and began to 
chew on it. “A CIA plane,” he muttered. “Hell’s bells! AXE should have 
its own supersonics by now. I’ve had the requisition in long enough—” 

Nick Carter was patient. It was the only way when the old man 
was in a mood like this. He wondered how the Princess da Gama was 
faring. She was in another part of the sub-basement complex, under 
the care of two husky AXE matrons. Hawk had given the orders—get 
the lady on her feet, sober and with her wits about her, ready to talk, 
in twenty-four hours. Nick considered that it was going to take some 
doing, but the AXE ladies, both RNs, appeared capable enough. 

Nick was aware that Hawk had laid on quite a lot of “staff” for this 
job. In addition to the women there were at least four burly AXE field 
men—Hawk preferred his muscle big and rugged, if a little obvious, in 
preference to the more effete, Ivy types, sometimes used by the CIA 
and FBI. 

In addition there was Tom Boxer—there had been time only for a 
nod and a brief greeting—whom Killmaster knew to be an N 6 or 7. 
This, in the AXE T/O, meant that Boxer also held the rank of 
Killmaster. It was unusual, most highly unusual, that two men of this 
rank ever met. 

Hawk pulled down a wall map. He used his unlit cigar for a 
pointer. “Good question—about the Portuguese. You think it’s strange 
that a country like the United States should jump when they whistle? 
But in this case we did—I’ll explain why. You’ve heard of the Cape 
Verde Islands?” 

“In a vague way. Never been there. Portugal owns them?” 

Hawk’s lined farmer’s face creased around the cigar. In his 
execrable slang he said, “Now, boy, you’re starting to cook with 
butane. Portugal owns them. Since 1495. Look.” 

He pointed with the cigar. “There. About three hundred miles off 
the west coast of Africa, where it bulges farthest into the Atlantic. Not 
really so far from our bases in Algeria and Morocco. There are quite a 
few of the islands, some big, some small. On one or more of them—I 
don’t know which and I don’t want to know—the United States has 
buried some treasure.” 

Nick regarded his chief with tolerance. The old man was enjoying 
this. “Treasure, sir?” 

“Hydrogen devices, boy! A hell of a lot of them. A whole damned 
huge stockpile of them.” 


Nick pursed his lips in a silent whistle. So that was the lever the 
Portuguese had pulled. No wonder Uncle Sammy had snapped to it! 

Hawk was tapping on the map with his cigar. “You getting the 
picture? Only about a dozen men in the world know about this— 
including you, now. I needn’t tell you it’s Top Secret.” 

Killmaster only nodded. His clearance was as high as that of the 
President of the United States. It was one reason why, of late, he had 
been carrying a cyanide pill. 

“All the Portuguese have to do is hint, just hint, that they may 
have to reconsider, that maybe they want those bombs out of there, 
and the State Department jumps through hoops.” 

Hawk jabbed the cigar back in his mouth. “We’ve got other bomb 
caches around the world, naturally. But this one, this Cape Verde deal, 
is one that we’re sure—nearly a hundred per cent sure—that the Ivans 
don’t know about. We want to keep it that way. If we have to move 
them the whole deal is blown, of course. But it wouldn’t come to that. 
Not at first. All some high Portuguese official has to do is drop a hint 
in the right place and our ass belongs to the Indians.” 

Hawk went back to his chair at the desk. “You can see, son, that 
this thing has ramifications. It’s a real can of worms.” 

Killmaster agreed. He still wasn’t seeing matters too clearly. There 
were too many angles. 

“They didn’t waste any time,” he said. “How could the Portuguese 
Government react so fast?” He had told Hawk everything about his 
frantic morning, from the time he had picked up the drunken girl in 
The Diplomat. 

His boss shrugged. “That part’s easy. This Major Oliveira, the one 
who was machine gunned, was probably tailing the girl and looking 
for a chance to snatch her without attracting attention. The last thing 
he wanted was publicity. The British get very huffy about kidnaping. 
My guess is that he was on her tail when she got into that club, saw 
you bring her out, recognized you—the Major was Counter- 
intelligence and the Portuguese have files—and so he made a couple 
of phone calls. Probably took fifteen minutes. The Major called his 
Embassy, they called Lisbon, Lisbon called Washington.” 

Hawk yawned. “Secretary called me. QED, God damn it!” 

Nick lit another cigarette. He did not exactly care for the look on 
Hawk’s face. He had seen it before. The same look a dog has when he 
knows the whereabouts of a succulent bone, but is determined to keep 
it to himself for the time being. 

“Some coincidence,” Nick said tartly. “She fell into my arms and I 
fell into this mess.” 

Hawk smiled. “It happens, son. Coincidence does happen. This one 
is, well you might say providential. It just might happen to, er, fit in 


with something else I’ve had in mind for you.” 

Killmaster did not rise to the bait. Hawk would bare the hook 
when the time came. 

Nick said: “What makes the Princess da Gama so important in all 
this?” 

David Hawk frowned. He tossed his chewed cigar in the 
wastebasket and stripped cellophane from a new one. “I’m a little 
puzzled about that myself, frankly. Right now she’s sort of an X factor. 
I’d say she’s a pawn that is being pushed around, sort of caught in the 
middle.” 

“In the middle of what, sir?” 

There was a pigskin attache case by Hawk’s desk. He opened it and 
took out a sheaf of flimsies, closely typed. He riffled through the 
papers, selecting one now and then and putting it on his desk in some 
sort of order. 

Smoke from his cigarette stung Nick’s eyes and he closed them for 
a moment. But, even with his eyes closed, it was as though he could 
still see Hawk. A weird looking Hawk, a cigar-smoking spider wearing 
an oatmeal-colored linen suit, who sat in the dead center of an 
intricate web, watching and listening and, every now and then, 
tugging at one of the strands. 

Nick opened his eyes. An involuntary shiver ran through his big 
body. Hawk glanced at him curiously. “What’s the matter, boy? 
Someone just walk over your grave?” 

Nick grinned. “Maybe, sir. About the girl?” 

Hawk shrugged. “I said I don’t know too much about her yet, or 
what makes her important. I called Delia Stokes before I left 
Washington and asked her to get together what she could. She’ll send 
a Telex as soon as she can. Otherwise all I know is what I’ve heard or 
read in the papers—the Princess is a jet-setter, a drunk and a public 
fool, and has an uncle very high up in the Portuguese Government. 
Cabinet, I think. She also poses for dirty pictures.” 

Nick stared. He remembered the hidden camera in Blacker’s place, 
and the screen and projector. He had thought at the time that film, 
some sort of film, was mixed up in this thing. 

“That’s only hearsay,” Hawk went on. “I should qualify it and I do. 
It came in with a lot of stuff from one of our people in Hong Kong. 
Mentioned in passing, you might say. But he’s a good man and usually 
right—he reported that several months ago the Princess was in Hong 
Kong and broke, and that she posed for some pictures to get money 
for her hotel bill and the fare out. That’s another way the Portuguese 
have been trying to get her back—they’ve been putting on the money 
squeeze. Cutting off her funds abroad. I imagine she’s pretty well 
stony broke by now.” 


“She’s staying at the Aldgate, sir. That takes money.” 

Hawk cocked an eye at him. “I’ve got a man on that now, One of 
the first things I did—” 

The phone rang. Hawk picked it up and spoke briefly. He hung up 
and smiled bleakly at Nick. “She owes over two thousand dollars to 
the Aldgate now. Answer your question?” 

Nick started to point out that it wasn’t his question, then forgot it. 
His chief was looking at him strangely, sharply. When Hawk spoke 
again his tone was oddly formal. “I very seldom give you advice, do I, 
son?” 

“No, sir. You don’t.” 

“That’s because you very seldom need it. Maybe you do now. Don’t 
get mixed up with this woman, this Princess da Gama. Everything I 
know about her—which I admit isn’t too much right now—says that 
she is an international tramp with an appetite for booze and drugs and 
not much else. You may be working with her, if things work out you 
surely will, but let it stop there. Don’t get cozy with her.” 

Killmaster nodded and let it go for the moment. But he was 
thinking of how she had looked in his flat just hours before—trying 
desperately to pull herself together. She had done it, too, to a certain 
degree. No, he didn’t agree with Hawk. There was good stuff in the 
kid somewhere, no matter how lost or buried it was now. 

Hawk crumpled a sheet of paper and dropped it in the 
wastebasket. It might have been the Princess herself. 

“Forget her for now,” he said. “We’ll get back to her later. There’s 
no mad rush. You two will be right here for at least forty-eight hours. 
Later, when she is feeling better, we’ll let her speak for herself. Now— 
I want to know if you’ve ever heard of these two men: Prince Sobhuzi 
Askari and General Auguste Boulanger?” 

It was required of every top AXE agent that he be reasonably 
familiar with world affairs. Certain reading was required. At times 
surprise seminars were held and questions asked. 

Nick said: “Prince Askari is an African. Oxford educated, I think. 
He’s been leading the Angola rebels against the Portuguese. Recently 
he’s had quite a few successes against the Portuguese, won some 
important battles and territory.” 

Hawk was pleased. “Go to the head of the class. What about the 
General?” 

This one was tougher. Nick racked his brains. General Auguste 
Boulanger had not been in the news of late. 

Gradually his memory file began to produce the facts. “Boulanger 
is a renegade French general,” he said. “One of the Algerian diehards. 
A fanatic. He was a terrorist, one of the leaders of the OAS, and he 
never gave up. The last I read he had been condemned to death in 


France in absentia. That the boy?” 

“That’s the boy,” said Hawk. “He’s one hell of a good general, too. 
That’s why the Angola rebels have been winning lately. When the 
French stripped Boulanger of his rank and condemned him to die, he 
ran for it. He put in with this Prince Askari, but very sub rosa. And 
there is something else —of late this Prince Askari and General 
Boulanger have found a way to raise money. Lots of money. Huge 
sums of it. If they keep going the way they have they’re going to win 
the war in Angola. There will be another new country in Africa. Right 
now Prince Askari thinks he is going to run it. My bet is, that if it 
comes off at all, General Auguste Boulanger will run it. He’ll make 
himself dictator. He’s just the type. He’s other things, too. A libertine, 
for one, and a supreme egoist. It might be well to remember those 
things, son.” 

Nick stubbed out his cigarette. At last it was beginning to emerge. 
“That’s the mission, sir? I’m going up against this General Boulanger? 
Or Prince Askari? Both?” He did not ask why. Hawk would tell him 
when he was ready. 

His boss did not answer. He picked up another flimsy and studied 
it for a moment. “You know who Colonel Chun Li is?” 

That was an easy one. Colonel Chun Li was Hawk’s opposite 
number in Chinese Counter-intelligence. The two men sat across the 
world from each other and moved the pieces on the international 
chessboard. 

“Chun Li wants you dead,” said Hawk now. “Quite naturally. I 
want him dead. He’s been in my black book for a long time. He’s very 
good at his work, a first-class example of what the Germans call a 
schreibtisch morder, a desk murderer, and I want him out of the way. 
Especially so because he’s been scoring heavily on me of late—I’ve lost 
half a dozen good agents to that bastard in the last six months.” 

“So that’s my real job,” Nick said. 

“Tt is. Kill Colonel Chun Li for me.” 

“But how do I get close to him? Any more than he can get close to 
you.” 

Hawk’s smile was ineffable. He waved a gnarled hand over all the 
flimsies on his desk. “That’s where all this starts to fit in, to dovetail. 
The Princess, the man Blacker, the two Cockneys with their throats 
cut, dead Major Oliveira, all of them. None important alone, by 
themselves, but all contributing. 

Nick did not quite grasp it yet and it made him a little sullen. 
Hawk was a spider, damn him! And a damned close-mouthed spider at 
that. 

“You’re forgetting the three Negroes that beat me up,” he said 
coldly. “And killed the Major. Certainly they’re in it, too?” 


Hawk rubbed his hands in enjoyment. “Oh, they are! But not too 
important, not now. They were after something at Blacker’s place, all 
right, and probably thought you had it. Anyway they wanted to talk to 
you.” 

Nick felt his sore ribs. “Some talk.” 

Hawk grinned. “All part of your job, eh, son? I’m just glad you 
didn’t kill any of them. As for Major Oliveira—too bad. But those 
Negroes were Angolans and the Major was a Portuguese. Fair game to 
them. And they didn’t want him to get the Princess. They want the 
Princess for themselves.” 

“Everybody wants the Princess, 
damned if I see why.” 

“They want the Princess and something else,” Hawk corrected. 
“My guess, from what you told me, is that it’s a film of some sort. A 
blackmail film of some sort—another guess would be more dirty 
pictures. Don’t forget what she did in Hong Kong. In any case to hell 
with them all—we’ve got the Princess and we’re going to keep her. 
She will be working for us.” 

“What if she won’t cooperate? We can’t force her.” 

Hawk looked like stone. “Can’t I? I think so. If she won’t Pll turn 
her over to the Portuguese Government, free, gratis. They want to put 
her in an insane asylum, right? She told you that?” 

Nick said yes, she had told him that. He remembered the look of 
terror on her face. 

“She'll play ball,” said Hawk. “Now go get some rest. Requisition 
anything you need. You won’t be leaving this place until we put you 
on a plane for Hong Kong. With the Princess, of course. You’ll be 
traveling as man and wife. I’m having your passports and other papers 
worked up now.” 

Killmaster stood up and stretched. He was tired. It had been a long 
night and a longer morning. He looked at Hawk. “Hong Kong? Is that 
where I’m supposed to kill Chun Li?” 

“No, not Hong Kong. Macao. And that is where Chun Li is 
supposed to kill you! He’s setting up the trap now. A very neat trap 
too. I admire it Chun is a good man. But you'll have an advantage, 
son. You'll walk into the trap with your eyes open.” 

Killmaster was never as sanguine as his boss about these matters. 
Possibly because it was his neck. 

He said: “But it’s still a trap, sir. And Macao is practically in his 
backyard.” 

Hawk gestured in dismissal. “I know. But there is an old Chinese 
saying—sometimes the trap catches the trapper. ‘Bye for now, son. I'll 
interview the Princess as soon as she’s up to it. Alone. I don’t want 
you there. But I’ll let you hear a tape. Now go sleep.” 


0 


Killmaster said irritably. “I’m 


Nick left him shuffling his flimsies and rolling the dead cigar 
around in his traplike mouth. There were times, and this was one of 
them, when Nick considered his boss just a trifle sub-human. Hawk 
didn’t need blood—refrigerant ran in his veins. 

Schreibtisch morder. There was more than one man whom the 
description fitted. 


Chapter 6 


KILLMASTER had always known that Hawk was cunning, sly, tops 
at his difficult job. Now, as he listened to the tape on the following 
day, he was discovering that the old man possessed a fund of suavity, 
an ability to project sympathy—pseu-do though it might be—that Nick 
had not guessed at. Neither had he suspected that Hawk was so 
proficient in Portuguese. 

The tape was running. Hawk’s voice was gentle, positively 
avuncular. “Meu nome e David Hawk. Como e 0 seu nome?” 

The Princess Morgan da Gama. Why bother to ask? I am sure you 
already know that. Your name means nothing to me —who are you 
really? Why am I being held here, a prisoner against my will? We are 
in England, you know! I’ll have you all in prison for this.” 

Nick Carter, listening to the rapid spate of Portuguese, smiled with 
covert pleasure. The old man was catching it. She didn’t sound like 
her spirit was broken. 

Hawk’s voice poured on, smooth as molasses. “I'll explain 
everything in due time, Princess da Gama. In the meantime, do you 
mind if we speak English? I am not really at home in your language.” 

“If you wish. It does not matter to me. But you speak Portuguese 
very well.” 

“Not nearly so well as you speak English.” Hawk was purring like a 
cat who sees a deep dish of rich yellow cream. 

“Obrigado. I was at school in the States for many years.” Nick 
could visualize her shrug. 

The tape hummed. Then a loud crackling sound. Hawk stripping 
the cellophane from a cigar. 

Hawk: “How do you feel about the United States, Princess?” 

Girl: “Feel about it? I don’t exactly understand.” 

Hawk: “Let me put it this way, then. Do you like the United States? 
Have you friends there? Do you think the United States, given present 
world conditions, is really trying hard to maintain peace and good will 
in the world?” 

Girl: “This is a political thing, then! Y-you are some sort of secret 
agent. You are CIA!” 

Hawk: “I am not CIA. Answer my question, please. Do you like the 
United States well enough to work for us? For me, let us say, to do a 
job that might be dangerous. And well paid. Do you?” 

Girl: “I—I might. I do need money. And I have nothing against the 
United States. I have not given it much thought. I am not a political 
person. I do think that you mean well.” 


Nick Carter, who was familiar with every nuance of Hawk’s voice, 
smiled at the dryness in the old man’s reply. “Thanks, Princess. For an 
honest answer, if not an enthusiastic one. You say that you need 
money? I happen to know that that is true. They have cut off your 
funds in Portugal, haven’t they? Your uncle, Luiz da Gama, is 
responsible for this, is he not?” 

Long pause. The tape hummed. Girl: “How do you know about all 
these things? How do you know about my uncle?” 

Hawk: “I know a great deal about you, my dear. A very great deal. 
You have had a hard time lately. You have been in trouble. You are 
still in trouble. But if you will listen, if you will be patient and try to 
understand. If you will agree to cooperate with me and my 
government—you will have to sign a contract to that effect, but it will 
be kept in a secret vault and only the two of us will know about it—if 
you will do these things I may be able to help you. With money, with 
hospitalization if you need it, perhaps even with an American 
passport. We shall have to see about that. But most important of all, 
Princess, I may be able to help you regain your self-respect.” 

Pause. Nick expected to hear indignation in her answer. Instead he 
heard weariness and resignation. She seemed to be running out of 
steam. He tried to picture her, shaking, longing for a drink or pills or a 
shot of something. The two AXE nurses appeared to have done a good 
job on her, but it had been cold turkey and it must have been rough. 

Girl: “My self-respect?” She laughed. Nick winced at the sound. 
“My self-respect has been gone for a long time, Mr. Hawk. You do 
seem to be some sort of wizard, but I don’t think that even you can 
accomplish miracles.” 

Hawk: “We can try, Princess. Shall we begin now? I am going to 
ask you a series of very personal questions. You must answer them— 
and you must answer them truthfully.” 

Girl: “And if I don’t?” A little spirit was back. 

Hawk: “I will make arrangements for you to be picked up by 
someone from the Portuguese Embassy here in London. I am sure they 
would consider it a great favor. You have been embarrassing your 
government for a long time, Princess. There is also your uncle in 
Lisbon. He is very high in the Cabinet, I believe. He, from what I 
understand, would be most happy to have you back in Portugal.” 

It was only later, much later, that Nick was to understand what the 
girl said then. Said with utter loathing in her voice. “My uncle. That— 
that creature!” 

Pause. Hawk was waiting. The very patient spider. At last, with 
treacle oozing, Hawk said: “Well, young lady?” 

Defeat in her voice, the girl said: “All right. Ask your questions. I 
can’t, I mustn’t, be sent back to Portugal. They want to commit me to 


an insane asylum. Oh, they won’t call it that. They’ll call it a convent 
or a nursing home, but it will be an asylum. Ask your questions. I 
won’t lie to you.” 

For a moment the iron was visible beneath the velvet. “You had 
better not, Princess. Now, I’m going to be a bit brutal. You are going 
to be embarrassed. It can’t be helped. Here is a photo. I want you to 
look at it. It was made in Hong Kong some months ago. How I came 
by it is no concern of yours. Now—is that a picture of you?” 

A rustling sound on the tape. Nick recalled what Hawk had said 
about the Princess making dirty pictures in Hong Kong. The old man 
had not said anything, at the time, about actually having any of the 
pictures. 

Sobs. She was breaking down now. The tape wept softly. “Y-yes,” 
she said. “That is me. I—I posed for that picture. I was very drunk at 
the time.” 

Hawk: “The man is a Chinese, is he not? Do you know his name?” 

Girl: “No. I never saw him before, or after. He was—was just a 
man I met at the—the studio.” 

Hawk: “No matter. He is not important. You say you were drunk at 
the time—isn’t it true, Princess, that in the last couple of years you 
have been arrested for drunkenness at least a dozen times? In several 
countries? You have been arrested once, in France, for possession of 
drugs?” 

Girl: “I can’t remember the exact number of times. I don’t 
remember very much, usually, after drinking. I—I know— I’ve been 
told—that when I’m drinking I meet horrible people and do terrible 
things. But I have total blackouts—I really don’t remember what I do.” 

Pause. Sound of breathing. Hawk stripping a new cigar, Hawk 
moving papers about on his desk. 

Hawk, with a terrible gentleness in his voice: “So much for that, 
Princess. We have, I think, established that you are an alcoholic, a 
sometime drug taker—if not an addict—and what is generally 
considered a woman of loose morals. Do you think that is putting it 
fairly?” 

Pause. Nick expected more weeping. Instead her voice was cold, 
tart, angry. In the face of Hawk’s degradation she rallied: “Yes, damn 
you! Yes! I am those thing. Now are you satisfied?” 

Hawk: “My dear young lady! There is nothing personal in any of 
this, nothing at all. In my er, profession I sometimes have to delve into 
these matters. I can assure you that it’s quite as distasteful to me as it 
is to you.” 

Girl: “Allow me to doubt that, Mr. Hawk. Have you finished?” 

Hawk: “Finished? My dear girl, I have only just begun. We will 
now proceed directly to the point—and remember, no lies. I want to 


know all about you and this Blacker fellow. Mr. Theodore Blacker, 
now dead, murdered, who lived at fourteen Half Crescent Mews. What 
did Blacker have on you? He did have something? He was 
blackmailing you?” 

Long pause. Girl: “I’m trying to cooperate, Mr. Hawk. You must 
believe that. I’m frightened enough not to try to lie. But about Teddy 
Blacker—it’s all so mixed up and confused. I—” 

Hawk: “Start at the beginning. When did you first meet Blacker? 
Where? What happened?” 

Girl: “Pll try. It was several months ago. I went to his place one 
night. I had heard about his club, the Dragon Club, but I had never 
been there. I was supposed to meet some friends there, but they didn’t 
show up. So I was alone with him. He—he was a dreadful little worm, 
really, but I hadn’t anything else to do just then. I was drinking, too. I 
was just about broke, I have been of late, and Teddy had plenty of 
whisky. I had a few drinks and I don’t remember after that. I woke up 
the next morning at my hotel.” 

Hawk: “Blacker drugged you?” 

Girl: “Yes. He admitted it later. He gave me LSD. I had never taken 
it before. I—I must have gone on quite a trip.” 

Hawk: “He made movies of you, didn’t he? Films. While you were 
drugged?” 

Girl: “Y-yes. I never actually saw the films, but he showed me a 
clip, of a few frames. They were—were horrible.” 

Hawk: “And then Blacker tried to blackmail you? He demanded 
money for the films?” 

Girl: “Yes. His named fitted him. But he made a mistake —I hadn’t 
any money. At least not that kind of money. He was very disappointed 
and he didn’t believe me at first. Later he did.” 

Hawk: “Did you go back to the Dragon Club?” 

Girl: “No. I wouldn’t go there again. We met in bars, pubs, places 
like that. Then, one night, the last time I met Blacker, he said I was to 
forget it. He wasn’t going to blackmail me after all.” 

Pause. Hawk: “He said that, eh? Wasn’t that strange?” 

Girl: “I thought so. But I wasn’t happy about it. In fact I felt worse. 
Those terrible pictures of me would still be in circulation—he said as 
much, or practically did.” 

Hawk: “What precisely did he say? Careful now. This may be very 
important.” 

Long pause. Nick Carter could visualize the green eyes closed, the 
high white brow wrinkled in thought, the lovely, not quite yet ruined 
face intense with concentration. 

Girl: “He laughed and said that I needn’t worry about buying the 
film. He said he had other bidders for it. Bidders who were willing to 


pay real money. He was very amused, I remember. He said that the 
bidders were falling over themselves to get in line.” 

Hawk: “And you never saw Blacker after that?” 

Trap! Nick Carter winced as he listened to the delaying hum of the 
tape. Trap, Princess! Don’t fall for it. 

Girl: “That is correct. I never saw him again.” 

Killmaster groaned aloud. 

Pause. Hawk, his voice gone harsh: “That isn’t quite true, is it, 
Princess? Would you like to reconsider that answer? And remember 
what I said about lying!” 

She tried to brazen it out. Girl: “I—I don’t know what you mean. I 
didn’t see Blacker again.” 

Sound of drawer opening. Hawk: “These are your gloves, Princess? 
Here. Take them. Examine them closely. I shouldn’t advise you to lie 
again.” 

Girl: “Y-yes. These are mine.” 

Hawk: “Care to explain the bloodstains on them? And don’t bother 
to tell me they came from the cut on your knee. You weren’t wearing 
the gloves at the time.” 

Nick frowned at the tape recorder. He could not, had his life 
depended on it, have explained his feeling of ambivalence. How in 
hell did he wind up on her side, against Hawk. The big AXE agent 
shrugged. Maybe it was because she was such a waif, so damned sick 
and helpless and depraved and beaten. 

Girl: “That stooge of yours doesn’t miss much, does he?” 

Hawk, amused: “Stooge? Ha-ha— I shall have to tell him that. It is 
not the case, of course. Sometimes I could wish he were more of a 
stooge. He is much too independent at times. But that is not our point. 
About the gloves, please?” 

Pause. Girl, tartly: “All right. I was at Blacker’s place. He was dead. 
They had—had mutilitated him. There was blood everywhere. I tried 
to be careful but I slipped and nearly fell. I caught myself, but I got 
blood on my gloves. I was frightened and confused. I took them off 
and put them in my purse. I meant to get rid of them, but I forgot.” 

Hawk: “Why did you go to Blacker’s place so early in the morning? 
What did you want? What could you expect to gain?” 

Pause. Girl: “I—I don’t really know. It doesn’t make much sense 
now—now that I’m sober. But I had awakened in a strange place, I 
was alone and terribly sick and hungover. I took some pills to stay on 
my feet. I didn’t know who I had come home with or, well, what we 
had done. I couldn’t remember what the man looked like.” 

Hawk: “You were sure it was a man?” 

Girl: “Not entirely sure, but when I’m like that, so drunk, it usually 
is. Anyway I wanted to get out of there before he came back. I had 


very little money. I somehow thought of Teddy Blacker and I suppose 
I thought that he would give me some money if I—if I—” 

Long pause. Hawk: “If you what?” 

Nick Carter thought: Merciless old bastard! 

Girl: “If I—was nice to him.” 

Hawk: “I see. But you got there and found him dead, murdered 
and, as you say, mutilated. Did you, have you now, any idea who 
could have killed him.” 

Girl: “No, none at all. I suppose a man like that has a great many 
enemies.” 

Hawk: “You saw no one else around? Nothing suspicious, no one 
followed you or tried to question or interfere with you?” 

Girl: “No. I saw no one. I didn’t really look—I just got out as fast as 
I could. I ran.” 

Hawk: “Yes. You ran right back to Prince’s Gate, to the place you 
had just left. Why? I really don’t understand that, Princess. Why? 
Answer carefully.” 

Pause. The suggestion of a sob. The girl would, Nick thought, be 
nearly at the end of her tether now. 

Girl: “I’ll try to explain. One thing—I had only enough money to 
pay a taxi back to Prince’s Gate, not to my hotel. Another—I’m trying, 
you see—I thought I might be locked out of my suite—I owe them a 
large sum and I didn’t want a scene—but I suppose the real reason 
was that now I thought I might be mixed up in murder! I thought that 
the man I had gone home with, whoever he was, would give me an 
alibi. I was terribly frightened because, you see, I really didn’t know 
what I had done. I thought the man could tell me. And I still needed 
money.” 

Hawk, unrelenting: “And you were prepared to be nice, your word, 
I believe, you were prepared to be nice to this stranger? In return for 
money and, possibly, an alibi?” 

Pause. Girl: “Y-yes. I was. I have done it before now. I admit it. I 
admit everything. I am low and depraved and despicable. And now 
may I please go? Iam sure you will not wish to employ me now.” 

Hawk, genuinely surprised: “Not employ you? But my dear young 
lady! Of course I intend to employ you. The very qualities you have 
just mentioned are the qualities that make you eminently employable 
in my, er, line of work. But you look tired, Princess, and a bit ill. lust 
another minute or so and I will let you go. Now—when you got back 
to Prince’s Gate an agent of the Portuguese Government tried to arrest 
you. We will call it that. Did you know this man?” 

Girl: “No, not his name. I had seen him before, several times. Here 
in London. He has been following me. I have had to be very careful. 
My uncle is behind it, I am sure. Sooner or later, if you had not gotten 


me first, they would have kidnaped me and smuggled me out of 
England somehow. I would have been taken to Portugal and put in the 
asylum. I do thank you, Mr. Hawk, for not letting them get me. No 
matter who you are, or what I have to do, it will be better than that!” 

Killmaster muttered: “Don’t bet on it, sweetheart.” 

Hawk: “I am glad you see it that way, my dear. It is not entirely an 
inauspicious start. Just how much do you remember, right now, about 
the man who took you home from The Diplomat? The man who saved 
you from the Portuguese agent?” 

Girl: “I don’t remember being in The Diplomat at all. Not recently. 
All I remember about the man, about your stooge, is that he seemed to 
be a big man and handsome enough, I suppose. He appeared to know 
exactly what he was doing. I think he could be cruel. That’s about all 
—TI’ve been too sick to notice much.” 

Hawk: “You’ve done very well. Not a bad description, as far as it 
goes. But if I were you, Princess, I would not use that word, ‘stooge,’ 
again. You’re going to be working with the gentleman in question. 
You're going to Hong Kong together and, possibly, to Macao. You will 
be traveling as man and wife. 

“My agent, we will call him that for now, my agent will be in 
absolute command. He will, in all truth, have the power of life or 
death over you. Or what, in your case, you seem to think is worse 
than death. Macao is a Portuguese colony, remember. One move of 
betrayal on your part and he will turn you in in a minute. Never forget 
that.” 

Girl, voice trembling: “I understand. I said I would work, didn’t I! 
I’m frightened. Terrified. Now please may I go? I—I think I’m going to 
be sick again.” 

Hawk: “You may go. I’ll ring for the nurse. And try to pull yourself 
together, Princess. You will have another twenty-four hours, no more. 
Make a list of things you need, clothes, anything, and they will be 
provided. We cannot, naturally, go near your hotel. It will be watched 
by, er, certain parties.” 

Sound of chair being pushed back. Hawk: “Ah, just one more thing. 
If you would care to sign the contract I mentioned? Read it if you like. 
It is the usual form and it binds you for this mission only. There you 
are, then. Right on that line where I’ve made the cross.” 

Scratch of pen. She was not bothering to read it. Door opening and 
clump of heavy footsteps as one of the AXE matrons entered. 

Hawk: “Til talk to you again, Princess, before you leave. Goodbye. 
Try to get some rest.” 

Door closing. Hawk humming. 

Hawk: “That’s it, Nick. Better study this tape pretty thoroughly. 
She’s right for the job—more right than you know right now—but if 


you don’t want her you don’t have to take her. But I hope you do. I’m 
playing a hunch on this, and if my hunch is right the Princess is our 
ace in the hole. [’ll send for you when I want you. Might not hurt to 
get in a little target practice on the range. My guess is that things are 
going to get very rough out there in the mysterious East. See you, 
boy.” 

End of tape. Nick pressed RWD and the tape spun back. He lit a 
cigarette and stared at it. Hawk was a continuous amazement; the 
facets of the old man’s character, the depths of his intrigues, the 
fantastic knowledge, the warp and woof of his intricately constructed 
webs, they all left Killmaster with a strange sense of humbleness, 
almost inferiority. He was, he knew, expected to step into Hawk’s 
shoes when the day came. As of this moment, he also knew, he could 
not fill them. 

Someone rapped on the door of Nick’s cubicle. Nick said, “Come 
in.” 

It was Tom Boxer, who had been making himself scarce. He 
grinned at Nick. “Karate, anyone?” 

Nick grinned back. “Why not? At least we can work up a sweat. 
Wait a minute.” 

He went to a desk and picked up the holstered Luger. “I think Ill 
fire a little today, too.” 

Tom Boxer glanced at the Luger. “Man’s best friend.” 

Nick smiled and nodded. He ran his fingers over the glistening cool 
barrel. He had just had Wilhelmina reblued. Tom was so damned 
right. Nick was beginning to get the feeling about this one. 

The Luger’s barrel was cool now. It would be red hot before long. 


Chapter 7 


THEY TRAVELED by BOAC 707, taking the long way around with 
a stop at Tokyo to give Hawk time to set up certain matters in Hong 
Kong. The girl slept most of the way and, when not sleeping, was 
sullen and uncommunicative. She had been provided with new clothes 
and luggage and was looking frail and pallid in a suit of light faille 
with a moderate length skirt. She was obedient and passive. Her only 
outburst so far had been when Nick took her aboard the plane in 
handcuffs, their wrists linked but discreetly hidden with a raincoat. 
The handcuffs were not because they were afraid she would run—they 
were insurance against the Princess being snatched from them at the 
last moment 

When Nick snapped on the cuffs, in the limousine that had taken 
them to London Airport, the girl said: “You’re not exactly a knight in 
shining armor, are you?” 

Killmaster smiled at her. “Maybe not. But I’ll have to do until one 
comes along. Shall we go, Princess?” 

Before they left Nick had been closeted with his boss for over three 
hours. Now, an hour out of Hong Kong, he gazed at the sleeping girl 
and thought that the blonde wig, while it altered her appearance 
radically, did nothing to impair her beauty. He also thought of that 
last briefing with David Hawk ... 

When Nick entered his boss’s office he could very nearly see traces 
of yellow feathers around the old man’s chops. Hawk had precisely 
that look. 

“It’s beginning to fall into place beautifully,” said Hawk. “Like 
Chinese boxes. It should because they’re in it.” 

Killmaster was surprised and looked it. He had thought about it, of 
course—you always had to look for the ChiComs these days, in 
everything—but he had not suspected just how the Red Chinese could 
get their long fingers into this particular pie. 

Hawk, with a genial smile, indicated a flimsy that obviously 
contained fresh information. 

“General Auguste Boulanger is in Macao now, probably for a 
meeting with Chun Li. He also wants a meeting with you. And he 
wants the girl. I told you he was a libertine. My guess is that he saw 
the pictures she made in Hong Kong and that triggered him. Now he’s 
got Blacker’s film. He recognizes the girl and he wants her as part of 
the deal. The girl —and we’ve got to agree to take a few million 
dollars in raw diamonds off his hands.” 

Nick Carter sat down hard. He stared at Hawk as he lit a cigarette. 


“You're going a little fast for me, sir. The Chinese bit will make sense, 
sooner or later, but what about raw diamonds?” 

“Simple, once you know. That’s where Prince Askari and Boulanger 
are getting all the money to fight the Portuguese. The Angola rebels 
raid over into SouthWest Africa and steal raw diamonds. They’ve even 
knocked off some of the Portuguese diamond mines in Angola itself. 
The Portuguese keep a tight censorship lid on, naturally, because 
they’ve got a first class rebellion on their hands and as of now they’re 
losing. But that’s where the money is coming from—the ChiComs are 
buying the raw diamonds. Hong Kong, or in this case Macao, is a 
natural place to meet and swing the deals.” 

Killmaster knew it was a stupid question, but he asked it anyway. 
“Why in hell do the Chinese need raw diamonds?” 

Hawk shrugged. “They don’t. A Commie economy like theirs needs 
diamonds like they need a rice famine. They’ve got angles, naturally. 
General troublemaking, for one. Another is bait, and leverage. They 
can make this Boulanger and Prince Askari dance to their tune. 
They’ve got nowhere else to sell crude diamonds! It’s a tough, strictly 
controlled market. Ask any IDB how tough and dangerous it is to 
make a living selling freelance diamonds. That’s why Boulanger and 
Askari want us in on the act. Another market. We can always bury 
them in Fort Knox with the gold.” 

Killmaster nodded. “It dawns, sir, it dawns. We offer the General 
and Prince Askari a better deal for their crude diamonds and they set 
up Colonel Chun Li for us. For me.” 

Hawk jabbed a cigar in his traplike mouth. “Partly. Boulanger, 
certainly. He’s the rat fink type. Playing both ends against the middle. 
If the Angolan rebellion is successful he’s planning to cut Askari’s 
throat and take over. About Prince Askari I’m not so sure—our 
intelligence on him is a little scant. The way I read him he’s an 
idealistic type, honest and well meaning. Maybe a dummy, maybe not. 
I just don’t know. But you’re getting the idea, I hope. This is a real 
shark pool I’m tossing you into, son.” 

Killmaster stubbed out his cigarette and lit another one. He began 
to pace the little office. “This thing is, at best, on the devious side. 
More so than usual.” 

“The understatement of the year,” Hawk agreed. “Just look at how 
Ted Blacker, who was only a pawn and didn’t really know what was 
going on, look how he figured in it!” 

Nick was not cognizant of all the Blacker angles and said so now, 
with some heat. He was a superbly trained agent and better at his 
killing job—quite literally—than any man in the world. But he hated 
wheels within wheels. 

Hawk chomped on his dry cigar, put his feet on the desk and 


expounded with the air of a man who was enjoying himself. Hawk 
liked intricate puzzles. 

“Fairly simple son. Some of this is guess work, but I’d bet on it. 
Blacker started out to drug the Princess and blackmail her over the 
dirty movies. Nothing else. He finds that she’s broke. No deal. But he 
also finds out, somehow, that she has this very important uncle, Luis 
da Gama, in Lisbon. Cabinet rank, money, the works. Blacker thinks 
he’s in. 

“T don’t know how Blacker worked it, maybe a film clip, by mail or 
maybe personal contact. Anyway this uncle played it smart and 
alerted Portuguese Intelligence. The last thing the Portuguese want is 
a Profumo-type scandal. Especially with her uncle so high in 
government. The Profumo thing, remember, nearly toppled the British 
Government—and how solid can you get? 

“But something happens—it must have been this way— that 
neither Blacker nor the Portuguese counted on. Prince Askari, the 
rebels, have got spies in Lisbon. They find out about the film and what 
Blacker is up to. They tell Askari and, naturally, General Boulanger 
finds out. 

“Prince Askari sees immediately how he can use the film, and the 
Princess, against the Portuguese Government. He can blackmail them, 
raise hell in general, maybe upset the Government. All of which helps 
the rebels. So he sends some of his black men to London. 

“But General Boulanger, I told you he was playing a separate hand, 
wants the girl and the film too. He wants the girl because he has seen 
her pictures before and he’s hot for her; he wants the film so he'll 
have it and Askari won’t. But he can’t use Angolan rebels, he’s got no 
organization of his own, so he asks his Chinese friends for help. They 
oblige and give him the use of a hatchet squad in London. The Chinese 
killed Blacker and those two Cockneys! Tried to make it look like a sex 
thing. General Boulanger has got the film, or soon will have, and now 
he wants the girl in person. He’s waiting for you in Macao now. You 
and the girl. He knows we've got her. I’ve told you the deal—we give 
him the girl and buy some diamonds and he sets up Chun Li for you.” 

“Or he sets me up for Chun Li?” 

Hawk grimaced. “I told you it was a shark pool, son.” 


The lights came on in English, French, and Chinese: Fasten Your 
Seat Belts—No Smoking. 

They were coming into Kai Tak Airport. Nick Carter nudged the 
sleeping Princess and said, in a whisper: “Wake up, beautiful wife. 
We're almost in.” 

She scowled at him. “Do you have to use that word?” 

He scowled back. “You bet I do. It’s important and you keep that in 


mind! We are Mr. and Mrs. Frank Manning, Buffalo, New York. 
Newlyweds. Honeymooning in Hong Kong.” He smiled. “Did you have 
a nice little nap, dear?” 

It had been raining. The air was warm and humid as they deplaned 
and headed toward Customs. Nick, for once, was not particularly 
happy to be back in Hong Kong. He had a very nasty feeling about this 
mission. 

The sky did nothing to reassure him. One look at the sullen, 
tarnished bronze clouds and he knew that storm signals would be 
flying at the Navy Yard on Hong Kong Island. Maybe just a storm— 
maybe tai fung. Bitch wind. It was the end of July, heading into 
August. Typhoon was possible. But then anything was possible in 
Hong Kong. 

Customs went smoothly. Just as well, since Nick was carrying the 
Luger and the stiletto now. He knew that he was being well covered 
by AXE personnel, but made no effort to spot them. Useless in any 
case. They knew their job. Killmaster knew, also, that he was being 
covered by General Boulanger’s men. Possibly by Colonel Chun Li’s 
men as well. Both would be Chinese and impossible to spot in an 
exposed, public place. 

His orders were to go to the Blue Mandarin Hotel in Victoria. 
There he was to sit tight and wait until General Auguste Boulanger 
made a contact. It would not, Hawk had assured him, be a long wait. 

There was a Mercedes taxi with a lightly bent fender and a small 
blue cross chalked on a whitewall tire. Nick hustled the girl toward it. 
The driver was a Chinese Nick had never seen before. 

Nick said: “Do you know where the Rat Fink Bar is?” 

“Yes, sir. The rats are gathering now.” 

Nick held the door open for the girl. His eyes met those of the taxi 
driver. “What color are the rats?” 

“Many colors, sir. We have yellow rats, white rats and just lately 
we have black rats.” 

Killmaster nodded and slammed the door. “Okay. Take us to the 
Blue Mandarin. Drive slowly. I want to see if I can get the parade 
figured out.” 

As they pulled away Nick put the handcuffs on the Princess again, 
linking her to himself. She glared at him. She was looking better, 
much better, and a lot of her spirit had come back. 

“For your own good,” he told her gruffly. “A lot of people are 
interested in you, Princess.” 

She narrowed her green eyes at him in disdain, then looked away. 
The AXEman wondered briefly about her thoughts. Hong Kong 
couldn’t hold many pleasant memories for her. 

He spotted Johnny Wise Guy then and forgot the girl for the 


moment. Johnny was driving a little red MG and he was hanging back 
in traffic, three cars behind the taxi. Nick lit a cigarette and pondered. 
Johnny wasn’t doing a very subtle tag job. Johnny knew that Nick 
knew him—they had once been quasi-friends, both in the States and 
around the world—and so Johnny knew that Nick would mark him 
immediately. He didn’t appear to care. That meant that his job was 
simply to find out where Nick and the girl were staying. 

Killmaster moved so he could observe the red MG in the mirror. 
Johnny had dropped five cars back now. Just before they reached the 
Star ferry he would move up again. He wouldn’t risk being cut off at 
the ferry. Nick smiled grimly. How in hell did Johnny Wise Guy—not 
his real name—expect to avoid Nick on the ferry? Hide in the men’s 
room? 

Johnny—Nick could not remember his Chinese name— had been 
born in Brooklyn and had graduated from CCNY. Nick had heard a 
thousand stories about the man: he was a born BTO, con man and 
black sheep. Johnny had been in trouble with the cops a few times, 
always beating the rap, and in time he had come to be known as 
Johnny Wise Guy because of his flip, brash, know-it-all attitude. 

Nick, smoking and thinking, at last came up with what he wanted. 
Last he’d heard Johnny had been running a private detective agency 
in Hong Kong. Nick grinned ruefully. The guy was an operator, all 
right. It had taken a lot of potent magic, or money, for Johnny to get a 
license. 

But it figured. Nick kept his eye on the red MG as they began to 
get into the thick Kowloon traffic. Johnny Wise Guy had moved up 
again, only two cars behind now. Killmaster wondered what the rest 
of the parade: Boulanger’s Chinese, Chun Li’s Chinese, Hawk’s Chinese 
—he wondered what they all made of Johnny Wise Guy. 

Nick smiled. He was glad to see Johnny, glad he was getting into 
the act. It might be an easy way to get some answers. He and Johnny 
were, after all, old friends. Nick’s smile turned a little grim. Johnny 
might not see it that way at first—but he would come around. 

The Blue Mandarin was a spanking new luxury hotel on Queen’s 
Road overlooking the Happy Valley race track. Nick took the 
handcuffs off the girl in the car and patted her hand. He smiled and 
indicated the dazzling white highrise building, the blue pool, the 
tennis courts and gardens and thick clusters of pine, casuarina and 
Chinese banyan. 

In his best honeymoon voice he said: “Isn’t it lovely, darling? Just 
made to order for us.” 

A tentative smile tugged at a corner of her full red mouth. She 
said: “You do make a fool of yourself, don’t you?” 

He took her arm in a firm grasp. “All in the day’s work,” he told 


her. “Come on, Princess. Let us wander into Paradise. At 500 bucks a 
day—Hong Kong, that is.” 

As he opened the door of the taxi he added, “Do you know that 
that is the first time I’ve seen you smile since we left London?” 

The smile widened a trifle, the green eyes examined him. “Could I, 
would it be possible, for me to have a drink soon? Just to—to 
celebrate the start of our honeymoon?” 

“We'll see,” he said curtly. “Come on.” 

There was no sign of the red MG. A blue Humber with two men in 
it had stopped on Queen’s Road. Nick gave the taxi man brief 
instructions and took the girl into the lobby. He did not let go her arm 
as he checked their reservation at the desk. She stood docilely, eyes 
cast down most of the time, playing her role well. Nick was aware that 
every male eye in the lobby was appraising her long legs and trim 
buttocks, the slender waist, the good full breasts. They were probably 
envying him. He leaned to brush her smooth cheek with his lips. With 
a perfectly straight face and loudly enough for the desk man to hear, 
Nick Carter said, “I love you so much, darling. I can’t bear to take my 
hands off you.” 

From the corner of that lovely red mouth, spoken like an old-time 
con, she said, “You stupid stooge!” 

The clerk smiled and said, “The bridal suite is ready, sir. I took the 
liberty of having flowers sent in. I hope you will enjoy your stay with 
us, Mr. and Mrs. Manning. If there is anything—anything at all that 
we can—” 

Nick cut him off with a quick thanks and guided the girl to the 
elevator, following the two boys with their luggage. 

Five minutes later, in the posh suite which had been decorated 
with magnolia and wild roses, the girl said: “I really think I’ve earned 
a drink. I have been very good, haven’t I? Don’t you agree, Mr— 
whatever your real name is?” 

Nick glanced at his AXE wristwatch. He was on a very tight 
schedule, but there would be time for this. He had to make time for it. 
He pushed her down on a divan, not too gently. She stared up at him 
in amazement, too surprised to show resentment. 

Killmaster used his rough voice. The voice that had put the fear of 
God and the chill of death into some of the toughest customers in the 
world. 

“Princess da Gama,” he said now. “Let us have a little chat. Get a 
few things straight. One—there will be no drinking. No, repeat no, 
drinking! No drugs! You will do exactly as you are told. Exactly. I 
hope you understand that I am kidding you not—I don’t want to get 
physical.” 

The green eyes were stony and she flared at him, her mouth a thin 


slash of scarlet. “You—you stooge! You ape! That’s all you are—a—a 
muscle man. A big good-looking ape! You like to push women around, 
don’t you? You think you’re God’s gift to the ladies, don’t you?” 

He stood over her, staring down, his eyes hard as agates. He 
shrugged. “If you’re going to have hysterics,” he told her, “have them 
now. Hurry up. Get it out of the way.” 

The Princess lay back along the sofa. The faille skirt rucked up to 
expose her stocking tops. She took a deep breath, smiled and pushed 
her breasts out at him. “I do need a drink,” she purred. “It’s been a 
long time. I—I’ll be awfully nice to you, terribly nice to you, if you'll 
only let me have a bottle.” 

With dispassion, with a smile that was neither cruel nor kind, 
Killmaster slapped her lovely face. The slap sounded in the room and 
left red stains on her pale cheek. 

The Princess sprang at him, her nails clawing at his face. Nick 
pushed her down again, held her on the divan with one big hand 
while she squirmed and twisted and spat at him. He liked that. This 
kid had plenty of moxie left. Chances were she would need it. 

When she was exhausted he said, “You signed a contract. You’re 
going to live up to it for the duration of this mission. After that I don’t 
care what you do, what happens to you. You are nothing but piao, so 
don’t put on airs with me. Do your job and you'll be paid well. Don’t 
do it and I’ll turn you over to the Portuguese. In a minute, without 
hesitation, just like that!” He snapped his fingers. 

At the word piao she had gone deathly white. It meant the worst, 
the cheapest of prostitutes. To a Chinese it was worse than being 
called a turtle or a running dog. The Princess turned on the divan and 
began to cry softly. 

Killmaster was glancing at his watch again when the knock at the 
door came. About time. 

He admitted two white men, big but somehow nondescript 
looking. They could have been tourists, business men, Government 
clerks, anything. They were AXEmen, shunted down from Manila by 
Hawk. At the moment AXE personnel in Hong Kong was stretched 
pretty thin. 

One of the men carried a small suitcase. He extended a hand, 
saying, “Preston, sir. The rats are gathering.” 

Nick Carter nodded assent. “What color are the rats?” 

The other man, who introduced himself as Dickenson, said: “White 
and yellow, sir. They’re all over the place.” 

Nick frowned. “No black rats?” 

The men exchanged glances. Preston said, “No, sir. No black rats. 
Should there be?” 

Liaison was never perfect, even in AXE. Nick told them to forget 


the black rats. He had his own ideas about that. 

Preston opened his suitcase and began readying a small radio 
transmitter. Neither of them paid any attention to the girl on the 
divan. She had stopped crying now and lay with her head buried in 
pillows. 

Preston stopped fussing with his equipment and looked at Nick. 
“How soon do you want to contact the helicopter, sir?” 

“Not yet. I can’t do a thing until I get a phone call or a message, 
something. They must know I’m here.” 

The man named Dickenson smiled. “They should, sir. It was quite a 
cavalcade from the airport. Two carloads of Chinese. They seemed to 
be watching each other as well as you. And Johnny Wise Guy, of 
course.” 

Killmaster nodded approval. “You made him, too? Would you 
happen to know his angle in this?” 

Both men shook their heads. “No idea, sir. We were a little 
surprised to see Johnny. Could be it’s got something to do with the 
black rats you were asking about?” 

“Tt’s possible. I plan to find out. I know Johnny from way back and 


”? 


The phone rang. Nick held up a hand. “That must be it.” He picked 
up the receiver, “Yes?” 

“Mr. Frank Manning? The honeymooner?” It was an Oriental voice 
speaking perfect English. 

Nick said: “Yes. This is Frank Manning.” They hadn’t been fooled 
long by that ploy. Which was as it should be. The object had been to 
contact General Boulanger without alerting the Hong Kong or Macao 
authorities. 

“You will,” said the voice, “find it both interesting and profitable 
to visit Macao on your honeymoon, Mr. Manning. At once. Without 
waste of time. A hydrofoil will take you there from Hong Kong in only 
seventy-five minutes. If you wish we will arrange transportation.” 

I'll just bet! Nick said: “I’ll arrange my own transportation. And I 
don’t think I can make it today.” He looked at his watch. A quarter 
after noon. 

The voice sharpened. “It must be today! There is no time to 
waste.” 

“No. I can’t make it.” 

“Tonight then?” 

“Possibly, but it will have to be late.” Nick smiled at the phone. 
Night was better. He would need darkness for what had to be done in 
Macao. 

“Very well, then. There is an inn, the Sign of the Golden Tiger, on 
the Rua Das Lorchas. You must be there at the Hour of the Rat. With 


the merchandise. Is that understood? With the merchandise—she will 
be recognized.” 

“T understand.” 

“Come alone,” said the voice. “Just the two of you. If you do not, 
or if there is any trickery, we cannot be responsible for your safety.” 

“We'll be there,” said the AXEman. He hung up and turned to the 
two AXE operatives. “That was it. Get on your radio, Preston, and get 
that ‘copter in here. Fast. Then give orders to start your traffic jam on 
Queen’s Road.” 

“Yes, sir!” Preston began to fiddle with the transmitter dials. 

Nick looked at Dickenson. “What’s the Hour of the Rat? I’ve 
forgotten.” 

“Eleven at night, sir.” 

“Thanks. You got any handcuffs with you?” 

Dickenson looked a little startled. “Handcuffs, sir? No, sir. I didn’t 
think—I mean I wasn’t told there would be a need.” 

Killmaster tossed his own handcuffs to the man and nodded to the 
girl. The Princess was sitting up now, her eyes red from crying, but 
looking cool and aloof. Nick would have bet that she hadn’t missed 
much. 

“Take her up to the roof,” Nick commanded. “Leave her baggage 
here. It’s only window dressing anyway. You can take the cuffs off 
when you get her aboard the junk, but keep a sharp eye on her. She’s 
the merchandise and we’ve got to be able to show it. If we don’t the 
entire deal falls through.” 

The Princess covered her eyes with long fingers. In a very small 
voice she said: “Can’t I have just one drink, please? Just one?” 

Nick shook his head at Dickenson. “Nothing. Absolutely nothing 
unless I give the word. And don’t let her con you. She’ll try. She’s very 
cute that way.” 

The Princess crossed her legs with a slither of nylon, exposing a 
great length of stocking and creamy flesh. Dickenson grinned at Nick. 
“Tm a happy married man, sir. I work at it, too. Don’t worry.” 

Preston was talking into a mike now. “Hatchet One to Spinner 
One. Begin mission. Repeat—begin mission. Do you read me, Spinner 
One?” 

A tinny voice whispered back. “This is Spinner One to Hatchet 
One. I read you. Wilco. Coming in now. Out.” 

Killmaster nodded curtly at Dickenson. “Okay. Get her up there 
fast. All right, Preston, start the traffic jam. We don’t want our friends 
to follow that ‘copter.” 

Preston looked at Nick. “You have thought of phones, sir?” 

“Of course, damn it! We’ll have to risk that. But phones take time 
and it’s only a three minute run from here to the Suzie Wong district. 


Get on it!” 

“Yes, sir.” Preston began to speak into his mike again. “All points. 
Operation Jam Up is now on. Repeat—Operation Jam Up now on. 
Acknowledge.” 

Acknowledgments began coming in but Nick Carter was not there 
to hear. He escorted Dickenson and the girl, now handcuffed together, 
to the roof of the hotel. The AXE helicopter was just swirling down. 
The large flat roof of the Blue Mandarin made a perfect landing pad. 

Nick, Luger in hand, stood with his back against the door of a little 
service penthouse and watched as Dickenson helped the girl into the 
helicopter. The chopper lifted away, tilting, its swirling rotors beating 
a cloud of dust and roof particles into the AXEman’s face. 

It was gone, the big motorcycling sound fading as it dipped to the 
north, heading for the Wan Chai district and the junk waiting there. 
Nick smiled. The watchers, all of them, would be ensnarled in a first 
class traffic jam by now, a jam formidable even by Hong Kong 
standards. The Princess would be aboard the junk in five minutes. 
Phones weren’t going to do them much good. They had lost her. It 
would take them time to find her again and time was something they 
didn’t have. 

For a moment Killmaster stood looking out over the busy bay, 
seeing the clustered buildings on Kowloon, the green hills of the New 
Territories shouldering up in the background. There were American 
warships in the harbor and British men of war tied up at the 
government piers. The ferries plowed back and forth like frenetic 
beetles. Here and there, both on the island and over in Kowloon, he 
saw the black scars of recent fires. There had been riots not long ago. 

Killmaster turned to leave the roof. He didn’t have much time, 
either. The Hour of the Rat was coming up. There was much to do. 


Chapter 8 


JOHNNY WISE GUY’S office was on the third floor of a ramshackle 
building on Ice House Street, just off the Con-naught Road. It was a 
district of small stores and cubby-hole shops. On an adjacent roof 
strings of noodles were drying in the sun like laundry, and the 
entrance to the building was flanked by a plastic flower stand and a 
hole-in-the-wall dentist. 

In the tiny, evil-smelling foyer Nick found a tarnished brass plaque 
that said: John Hoy, Private Investigations. 

Hoy! Of course. Odd that it had slipped his mind. But then Johnny 
had been called Wise Guy ever since Carter had known him. 

Nick went up the stairs fast and silently. If Johnny was in he 
wanted to catch him off guard. Johnny was going to answer some 
questions, one way or the other. The easy or hard way. 

The frosted glass door bore John Hoy’s name in English and 
Chinese. Nick smiled faintly at the Chinese characters— it was hard to 
express Private Eye in Chinese. Johnny had used Tui, which, besides 
trace and investigate, also could mean shirk or promote or push. It 
meant a lot of other things, too. Some of which could be read as 
double-cross. 

The door was ajar. Nick found himself not liking that. He 
unbuttoned his coat, easing the Luger in the new type AXE holster he 
had been using of late. He had raised a hand to push the door open 
when he heard the sound of running water. Nick pushed the door 
open, slid in quickly, closed the door and stood with his back against 
it. He took in the single small room and its startling contents in one 
swift glance. He snapped the Luger from the holster to cover the tall 
black man who was washing his hands at a lavatory in one corner. 
The man did not turn, but his eyes met the AXE agent’s in a smeary 
mirror over the bowl. 

“Stay just like that,” Nick said. “No sudden moves and keep your 
hands in sight.” 

He reached behind him and locked the door. The eyes— large 
amber eyes—watched him in the mirror. If the man was alarmed or 
frightened he did not show it. He waited, with perfect calm, for Nick’s 
next move. 

Nick, keeping the Luger on the black man, took two steps toward 
the desk behind which sat Johnny Wise Guy. Johnny’s mouth was 
open and a thin rivulet of blood leaked from one corner. He stared at 
Nick with eyes that would never see anything again. If he could have 
spoken—Johnny had never been at a loss for words—Nick could 


imagine him saying: “Nickie! Pally! Old buddy boy. Give me five. 
Good to see you, boy. Say—I got a little info that maybe you could 
use, pally. It cost me, so I’ll have to have—” 

It would have been something like that. Never again. Johnny’s 
operating days were over. The jade-hilted paper knife in his heart had 
seen to that. 

Killmaster moved the Luger ever so slightly. “Turn around,” he 
told the black man. “Keep the hands up. Get over against that wall 
and lean against it, hands over your head.” 

The man obeyed without a word. Nick slapped and patted him. He 
was not armed. His suit, an expensive looking light wool with a faint 
chalk stripe, was sopping wet. He smelled like Hong Kong harbor. His 
shirt was torn and his tie missing. He wore only one shoe. He looked 
like a man who had been through some sort of a mangle; Nick Carter 
had a good idea of what kind, and was sure he knew who the man 
was. None of this showed in his dead-pan expression as he waved the 
Luger toward a chair. “Sit down.” 

The black man obeyed, his face impassive, the amber eyes never 
leaving the AXEman’s face. He was the best looking Negro Nick Carter 
had ever seen. It was like seeing an ebony Gregory Peck. The brow 
was high, with hair receding slightly at the temples. The nose was 
straight and strong, the mouth sensitive and well chiseled, the jaw 
firm. 

The man stared back at Nick, his face expressionless. He was not 
really black, nor was he cafe au lait—bronze and ebony were 
somehow melded in the smooth polished flesh. 

Killmaster pointed at the body of Johnny Wise Guy. “You kill 
him?” 

“Yes, I killed him. He betrayed me, sold me out and then tried to 
kill me.” 

Nick received two distinct and minor shocks. He hesitated, trying 
to sort them out. One he had expected—the man spoke Oxfordian, or 
old Etonian, English. The unmistakable tones of the upper class, of the 
Establishment. The other thing was the man’s beautiful, dazzling 
white teeth—they were all filed down to sharp points. 

The man was watching Nick intently. He smiled now, showing 
more of the filed teeth. They flashed like small white lances against 
the dark skin. 

In a tone of ordinary conversation, as though the body of a man he 
had just admitted killing was not within six feet, the black man said: 
“Do my teeth disconcert you, old man? They do some people, I know. 
Can’t blame them, really. But I have to do it, can’t be helped. I’m a 
Chokwe, you see, and it’s the custom of my tribe.” He extended his 
hands, flexing strong, well-manicured fingers. “I’m trying to lead them 


out of the wilderness, you see. After five hundred years of captivity. 
So I have to do some things that I’d prefer not to do. Identify myself 
with my people, you know.” 

The filed teeth flashed again. “Just politician’s tricks, really. Like 
your Congressmen when they wear braces—you call them suspenders, 
I think—and go stumping the back country.” 

“Tll take your word for it,” said Nick Carter. “Why did you kill 
Johnny?” 

The other looked surprised. “But I told you, old man. He did the 
dirty on me. I hired him for a little job—I’m terribly short of 
intelligent men who can speak English, Chinese, and Portuguese—I 
hired him and he sold me out. They tried to kill me last night on 
Macao—and again a few hours ago as I was coming back to Hong 
Kong on the steamer. That’s why I’m dripping, why I look like this. I 
had to swim the last half mile to shore. I came here to have it out with 
Mr. Hoy. I also wanted some information from him. He got very nasty, 
tried to pull a gun on me, and I lost my temper. I do have a very nasty 
temper. I admit it. So, hardly before I knew it, I picked up the paper 
knife and killed him. I was just washing up when you arrived. There 
was a little blood, you see.” 

“T see,” said Nick. “You killed him—just like that.” 

The pointed teeth flashed at him. “Come now, Mr. Carter. He was 
not really much loss, was he?” 

“You know me? How?” 

The smile again. Killmaster thought of pictures of cannibals he had 
seen in old copies of the National Geographic. 

“Very simple, Mr. Carter. I know you just as you surely must know 
who I am. My own intelligence service is rather primitive, I will 
admit, but I have some good agents in Lisbon and we rely, rather 
heavily, on Portuguese Intelligence.” Smile. “They are very good, 
really. They very rarely let us down. They have a most complete file 
on you, Mr. Carter, which I have managed to have photostated. It is 
now at my headquarters somewhere in Angola, along with a great 
many others. I hope you do not object.” 

Nick had to laugh. “Wouldn’t do me much good, would it? You’re 
Sobhuzi Askari then?” 

The black man stood up without asking permission. Nick kept the 
Luger on him, but the amber eyes merely glanced at the pistol and 
dismissed it in disdain. The black man was tall, Nick would have 
guessed at six three, or four. He looked as tough as old whalebone and 
leather. The dark hair was lightly frosted at the temples, but Nick 
could not guess his age. It might be anything between thirty and sixty. 

“I am Prince Sobhuzi Askari,” the black man said. There was no 
smile now. “My people call me Dumba—The Lion! I will let you guess 


what the Portuguese call me. They murdered my father years ago 
when he led the first rebellion. They thought that was the end of the 
matter. They were wrong. I lead my people now. After five hundred 
years, at last, we are going to throw the Portuguese out! It must be so. 
Everywhere in Africa, in the world, freedom is coming to captive 
peoples. It will be so with us. Angola will be free also. I, The Lion, 
have sworn it.” 

“Tm on your side,” said Killmaster. “In that, anyway. Now how 
about getting off the soap box and exchanging some information. Tit 
for tat. Straight deal?” 

The pointed smile again. Prince Askari lapsed back into his Oxford 
accent. “Sorry, old thing. I do tend to get a little pompous. Bad habit, I 
know, but the people at home expect it. In my tribe, as a matter of 
fact, a man has no standing as an orator unless he rants and indulges 
in histrionics.” 

Nick grinned. He was beginning to like the Prince. Not trust him, 
just like him. 

“Spare me,” he said. “I also think we should get the hell out of 
here.” He jerked a thumb at the corpse of Johnny Wise Guy, who had 
been a most uninterested spectator to the exchange. “We wouldn’t 
want to be caught with that The Hong Kong police are pretty stuffy 
about murder.” 

The Prince said, “I agree. Neither of us wants to get mixed up with 
the police. But I can’t go out like this, old man. I’ll attract too much 
attention.” 

“You got here okay,” said Nick shortly. “This is Hong Kong! Take 
off your other shoe and your socks. Carry your coat on your arm and 
go barefoot. No one will notice you, or if they do they’ll think you’re 
just another bum on the beach. Let’s go.” 

Prince Askari was taking off his shoe and socks. “I had better take 
them with me. The police will come eventually, I suppose, and these 
shoes were made in London. If they found just one—” 

“Okay,” snapped Nick. “Good thinking, Prince, but come on!” 

The black man stared at him coldly. “One does not speak to a 
Prince like that, old man.” 

Killmaster stared back. “I do. Now come on—make up your mind. 
Don’t try to con me, either. You’re in trouble and so am I. We need 
each other. Maybe you need me worse than I need you, but no matter. 
How about it?” 

The Prince glanced at the body of Johnny Wise Guy. “You appear 
to have me at a disadvantage, old chap. I did kill him. I even admitted 
it to you. That wasn’t too clever of me, was it?” 

“Depends on who I tell,” said Nick. “If we can play ball together 
maybe I won’t have to tell anybody.” 


The Prince showed his pointed teeth and bummed a cigarette from 
Nick. “You see a pauper,” he said. “I have no effective staff in Hong 
Kong. My three best men were killed in Macao last night, in the trap 
set for me. I have no clothes, no place to hide and very little money 
until I can get in touch with certain friends. Yes, Mr. Carter, I think 
that we shall have to play ball. I like that expression. American slang 
is SO expressive.” 

Nick was right. Nobody paid attention to the barefooted handsome 
dark man as they walked through the narrow busy streets of the Wan 
Chai sector. Nick kept checking his back trail until at last he was 
convinced they were not being tailed. He had left the Blue Mandarin 
in a laundry van, and at present the concerned parties would be 
frantically trying to find the girl. He had purchased a little time before 
the Hour of the Rat. Now he must make good use of it. 

Killmaster was already formulating a plan. It was a complete 
change, an abrupt bouleversement from the scheme Hawk had so 
carefully worked out. But he was in the field now, and in the field he 
always had carte blanche. He was his own boss—and he would bear 
all the responsibility for failure. Neither Hawk nor he could have 
known that the Prince would show up like this, ready for a deal. It 
would be criminal, worse than stupid, not to take advantage of it. 

Killmaster never quite knew why he chose the Rat Fink Bar on 
Hennessy Road. They had stolen the name from the New York cafe, of 
course, but he had never been in the New York room. Later, when he 
had time to think it out, Nick admitted that the whole aura of the 
mission, the smell, the miasma of murder and double-cross, and the 
people involved, was best expressed by the words: Rat Fink. 

The usual pimp loitered in front of the Rat Fink Bar. He gave Nick 
a servile smile, but frowned at the shoeless Prince. Killmaster shoved 
the man aside, speaking in Cantonese: “Pah su wahl We have money 
and we do not wish girls. Get lost.” 

If rats and finks did frequent the bar they were not much in 
evidence. It was early. Two American sailors were talking and 
drinking beer at the bar. No sing song or dancee girls were around. A 
mamasan, in stretch pants and a flowered blouse, led them to a booth 
and took their order. She was yawning and puffy eyed and had 
evidently just come on duty. She did not even glance at the Prince’s 
bare feet. 

Nick waited until the drinks came. Then he said: “All right, Prince. 
Let’s find out if we do business—you know where General Auguste 
Boulanger is?” 

“Of course. I was with him yesterday. At the Tai Yip Hotel in 
Macao. He has the Royal Suite. He would, of course.” 

Nick looked his question. “The General,” said the Prince, “has 


delusions of grandeur. In short, old chap, he is more than a little 
around the bend. Dotty, you know. Nuts.” 

Killmaster was a little startled, and very interested. He had not 
counted on this. Nor had Hawk. Nothing in their raw intelligence 
reports had indicated it. 

“He really started snapping when the French were kicked out of 
Algeria,” Prince Askari went on. “He was the diehard of all diehards, 
you know. Never made his peace with De Gaulle. As head of the OAS 
he condoned tortures that made even the French ashamed. Finally 
they condemned him to death in absentia. The General had to run for 
it. He ran to me, to Angola.” 

Nick put the question in words this time. “Why did you take him 
on if he’s a nut?” 

“T needed a general.” The black man shrugged his rangy shoulders. 
“And he is a jolly fine general, crazy or not. For one thing—he knows 
guerrilla fighting! Learned it in Algeria. That’s something that not one 
general in ten thousand knows anything about. We’ve managed to 
keep the fact that he’s dotty pretty well covered up. Now, of course, 
he’s completely gone. He wants to kill me and take over the rebellion 
in Angola, my rebellion, for himself. He fancies himself as a dictator.” 

Nick Carter nodded. Hawk had been very close to the truth. He 
said: “You happen to see a certain Colonel Chun Li on Macao? He’s 
Chinese. Not that you would know, but he’s a big wheel in their 
Counter-intelligence. He’s the man I really want.” 

Nick was surprised that the Prince seemed not at all surprised. He 
had expected more reaction, or at least puzzlement. The Prince merely 
nodded. 

“T know your Colonel Chun Li. He was also at the Tai Yip Hotel 
yesterday. The three of us, myself, the General and Colonel Li, had 
dinner and drinks and then watched a film. A rather enjoyable day, 
altogether. Considering that they were planning on having me 
murdered later. They made a mistake. Two mistakes, really. They 
thought I would be easy to kill. And because they thought I would be 
dead they did not bother to lie about their plans or to conceal them.” 

The pointed teeth glinted at Nick. “So you see, Mr. Carter, perhaps 
you have also made a mistake. Perhaps matters are just the reverse of 
what you believe. Maybe you need me more than I need you. This 
being the case I must ask you— where is the girl? The Princess 
Morgan da Gama? It is of utmost importance that I have her, and not 
General Boulanger.” 

Killmaster’s grin was wolfish. “You admire American slang, Prince, 
Here’s some that might get through to you— wouldn’t you like to 
know?” 

“I certainly would,” said Prince Askari. “I must know. I must see 


the Princess, talk to her, and try to persuade her to sign certain 
documents. I wish her no harm, old chap. I really don’t. Actually I feel 
very sorry for her. It is a great pity. She is so lovely. It is a shame that 
she degrades herself so.” 

Nick said: “You mentioned seeing a film? Movies of the Princess?” 

A look of disgust flitted over the Prince’s handsome dark features. 
“Yes. I do not enjoy such things myself. Neither, I think, did Colonel 
Li. But then the Reds are very moral! Except about murder. It is 
General Boulanger who is infatuated with the Princess. I watched him 
drool and slaver over the films. He runs the thing over and over. He is 
living in a pornographic dream. My guess would be that the General 
has been impotent for years and that these films, the pictures alone, 
have brought him alive again. That is why he is so avid to have the 
girl. That is also why, if I have her, I can bring great pressure to bear 
on the General and on Lisbon. I must have her, Mr. Carter. I must!” 

Killmaster moved a little farther out on the limb. He was acting on 
his own now, without sanction or liaison with Hawk. So be it. If the 
limb was sawn off it was his ass. 

He lit a cigarette, gave the Prince one, and studied the man with 
narrowed eyes through the coils of smoke. One of the sailors had 
dropped coins in a jukebox. Smoke Gets in Your Eyes. It seemed 
appropriate. 

Nick said: “We might be able to do business, Prince. Play ball. To 
do that we have to trust each other to a certain extent. I don’t mind 
saying that, as of right now, I wouldn’t trust you to the corner with a 
Portuguese pataca.” 

The filed smile. The amber eyes glinted at Nick. “Nor I you, Mr. 
Carter.” 

“That being the case, Prince, we’ll have to try and work out a deal. 
Let’s look at it closely—I’ve got money, you haven’t. I’ve got an 
organization, you haven’t. I know where the Princess is, you don’t. ’m 
armed, you aren’t. On the other hand you’ve got information that I 
need. I don’t think you’ve told me all you know yet. I may also need 
your help in a physical way.” 

Hawk had warned that Nick must go into Macao alone. No other 
AXE agents could be used. Macao was not Hong Kong. The British 
might be stuffy and fume a little, huff and puff, but in the end they 
usually cooperated. The Portuguese were another matter altogether. 
They were as fiesty as any little dog barking at the mastiffs. Never 
forget, Hawk had said, the Cape Verde Islands and what is buried 
there. 

Prince Askari held out a strong dark hand. “I am prepared to make 
a pact with you, Mr. Carter. For the—the duration of this emergency, 
shall we say? I am a Prince of Angola, and I have never broken my 


word to any man.” 

For some reason Killmaster believed him. But he did not touch the 
hand that was preferred. 

“Maybe,” he said curtly. “Maybe. First let’s get things perfectly 
clear. Like the old joke—let’s find out who is doing what to whom, 
and who is paying for it?” 

The Prince withdrew his hand. A little sullenly he said, “As you 
wish, Mr. Carter.” 

Nick’s smile was bleak. “Call me Nick,” he said. “We don’t need all 
this protocol between two desperadoes plotting thievery and murder.” 

The Prince nodded. “And you, sir, may call me Aski. It was what 
they called me at school in England. And now?” 

“And now, Aski, I want to know just what it is that you want. 
Precisely. Briefly. What will satisfy you?” 

The Prince reached for another of Nick’s cigarettes. “That is simple 
enough. I want the Princess da Gama. At least for a few hours. Then 
you may have her back. General Boulanger has an attache case full of 
raw diamonds. I want them back. Because, obviously, if you kill this 
Colonel Chun Li there will be no market for the diamonds. That is a 
very grave loss to me. My rebellion always needs money. Without 
money I cannot buy arms to keep fighting.” 

Killmaster inched a little farther out on the limb. It was beginning 
to sag a trifle. “We might,” he said softly, “just be able to find another 
market for your crude diamonds.” It was sort of a tattle-tale gray lie. 
And maybe Hawk could swing it. In his own way, and using his own 
peculiar and devious means, Hawk had as much power as J. Edgar. 
Maybe more. 

“And,” said the Prince, “I must kill General Boulanger. He has been 
plotting against me almost from the beginning. Before he became as 
mad as he is now. I did nothing about it because I needed him. Even 
now I do not really want to kill him, but I feel that I must. If my men 
could have succeeded in getting the girl, and the film, in London—” 
The Prince shrugged. “They didn’t. You people beat us all. Now I must 
personally see to it that the General is put out of the way.” 

“And that is all?” 

The Prince shrugged again. “It is enough for now. Maybe too 
much. In return I offer my fullest cooperation. I will even obey your 
orders. I who give orders and do not usually take them. I will require 
a weapon, naturally.” 

“Naturally. We'll go into that later.” 

Nick Carter crooked a finger at the mamasan and ordered two 
more drinks. Until they came he stared idly at the dark blue canopy of 
cheese cloth concealing the tin ceiling. The gilt stars were tawdry in 
the half daylight. The American sailors had gone now. Except for 


themselves the place was deserted. Not even a yum-yum girl. Nick 
wondered if the possibility of a typhoon had anything to do with the 
lack of business. 

He glanced at his wristwatch, comparing it with a Pernod clock 
over the oval bar. A quarter of three, the Hour of the Monkey. Up to 
now, everything considered, it had been a good day’s work. 

Prince Askari also had been silent. When the mamasan glided 
away, her stretch pants rustling, he said: “You agree, Nick? To those 
three things?” 

Killmaster nodded. “I agree. But killing the General is your 
concern, nothing to do with me. If the Macao or Hong Kong cops get 
you I don’t know you. Never saw you before.” 

“Of course.” 

“All right. Pll help you get your crude diamonds back—if it doesn’t 
interfere with my own mission. I’ll take you to the girl and let you talk 
to her. I won’t stop her signing documents—if she wants to sign them. 
In fact, we’ll take her along with us tonight. To Macao. As a guarantee 
of my good faith. Also as bait, lure, if we need it. And if she’s with us, 
Aski, it might give you a little more incentive to do your part. You'll 
want to keep her alive.” 

Just a glimpse of the pointed teeth. “I see that you have not been 
overrated, Nick. I understand now why your Portuguese file—I told 
you I have a photostat—why it is marked: Perigo! Tenha cuidadol” 

Dangerous. Be careful. 

Killmaster’s smile was glacial. “I’m flattered. Now, Aski, I want to 
know the real reason why the Portuguese are so anxious to get the 
Princess out of circulation. To put her in cold storage. Oh, I know 
about the moral turpitude bit, about the bad example she is setting all 
over the world, but that isn’t enough. There’s got to be more. If every 
country went around rounding up its drunks and addicts and whores, 
just to protect an image, there wouldn’t be a cage big enough to hold 
them. I think you know the real reason. I think it has something to do 
with this uncle of hers, this big shot in the Portuguese Cabinet, Luiz da 
Gama.” 

He was only repeating Hawk’s thoughts. The old man had smelled 
a bigger rat among the lesser rodents, and had asked Nick to test his 
theory if possible. What Hawk was really after was a source of 
counter-pressure on the Portuguese, something he could pass to the 
top and that could be used to ease the Cape Verde situation. 

The Prince bummed another cigarette and lit it before he 
answered. Then: “You are right. There is more. Much more. It is very 
explosive. I will tell you and then you will be one of only five people 
that know, really know, the truth about the Princess da Gama and her 
uncle. It is, Nick, a very nasty story.” 


“Nasty stories are my business,” said Killmaster. “Tell me.” 


Chapter 9 


THE MINI-COLONY of Macao lies roughly forty miles southwest by 
west of Hong Kong. The Portuguese have been there since the year 
1557, a tenure now threatened by the giant Red Dragon that breathes 
fire, brimstone and hate. This tiny green piece of Portugal, clinging 
precariously to the huge delta of the Pearl and West Rivers, lives in 
the past and on borrowed time. One day the Red Dragon will raise a 
claw and that will be the end. Meantime Macao is a beleaguered 
peninsula, subject to every whim of the men in Peking. The Chinese, 
Prince Askari told Nick Carter, had taken over the city in everything 
but name. 

“This Colonel Chun Li of yours,” the Prince said, “is now giving 
orders to the Portuguese Governor. The Portuguese try to put a good 
face on it, but they fool no one. Colonel Li snaps his fingers and they 
jump. There is martial law now and more Red guards than 
Mozambique troops. That was a break for me, the Mozambiques. The 
Portuguese use them for garrison troops. They are black. I am black. I 
speak something of their language. It was a Mozambique corporal who 
helped me escape after Chun Li and the General failed to kill me. It is 
a thing that may come in handy tonight, old man.” 

Killmaster could not have agreed more. Nick was more than 
satisfied with the state of things on Macao. The riots, the looting and 
the burning, the terrorizing of the Portuguese nationals, the threats to 
cut off electricity and water from the mainland, all these would work 
in his favor. He was going to stage what was called, in AXE parlance, 
a hell raid. In and out fast. A little chaos would work on his side. 

Killmaster had not prayed to Hung Hsing for bad weather, but he 
had asked the three Tangar water men to do so. It seemed to have 
paid off. The big sea-going junk had been beating steadily to west 
southwest for nearly five hours now, the bat-winged rattan sails 
pulling her as close into the wind as a junk will sail. The sun had long 
ago disappeared into a spreading black pile of cloud in the west. The 
wind, hot and wet, was skittery, coming and going in little flashes of 
fury and an occasional line squall. Behind them, to the east and Hong 
Kong, half the sky bowl was lined in dark blue twilight; the other half, 
before them, was tempest, ominous, a dark jumble where lightning 
ran wild. Nick Carter, something of a seaman along with all the other 
things a top AXE-man had to be, could smell the coming storm. He 
welcomed it, as he welcomed the trouble in Macao. But he wanted a 
storm—only a storm. Not a typhoon. 

The sampan fishing fleet of Macao, herded by Red Chinese patrol 


boats, had vanished into the westward gloom an hour before. Nick, 
Prince Askari, and the girl, along with the three Tangar men, had been 
lying in sight of the sampan fleet, pretending to fish, until a gunboat 
began to take an interest in them. They were flying the Union Jack, 
but when the Chinese gunboat drew close Nick gave the order and 
they ran before the wind. Nick had been betting on the Chinese not 
wanting an incident in international waters, and the bet had paid off. 
It could have gone either way, and Nick knew it. The ChiComs were 
hard to figure. But the chance had to be taken—when darkness fell 
Nick had to be within a couple of hours running time of Penha Point. 

Nick, the Prince and the Princess da Gama were in the hold of the 
junk. In half an hour they would leave it and swim to the point. All 
three were dressed as Chinese fisher folk, in black denim pants and 
jackets, rubber shoes and conical straw rain hats. Nick, in addition to 
the Luger and stiletto, was wearing a belt of grenades beneath his 
jacket. A trench knife with a brass knuckle hilt was suspended from 
his neck by a leather thong. The Prince carried a trench knife also, 
and a heavy .45 automatic in a shoulder holster. The girl was not 
armed. 

The junk creaked and groaned and wallowed in the rising seas. 
Nick smoked and watched the Prince and the Princess. The girl was 
looking much better tonight. Dickenson reported that she had eaten 
well and slept. She had not asked for a drink or drugs. As he smoked a 
foul-smelling Great Wall cigarette the AXE agent watched his 
companions talking and, now and again, laughing. This was a 
different girl. The sea air? The release from confinement? (She was 
still his prisoner.) The fact that she was sober and free of drugs? Or a 
combination of all these things? Killmaster felt a little like Pygmalion. 
He wasn’t quite sure he liked the feeling. It irritated him. 

The Prince laughed loudly. The girl joined in, her laugh softer, 
toned pianissimo. Nick scowled at them. Something was bugging him 
and he was damned if he knew what! He was more than satisfied with 
Aski. He almost trusted the man now—as long as their interests ran 
parallel. The girl was proving obedient and most compliant. If she was 
frightened it did not show in the green eyes. She had discarded the 
blonde wig. She took off the rain hat and ran her slim fingers through 
the closely cut dark hair. It sparkled like a sleek black cap in the dull 
light of the single lantern. The Prince said something and she laughed 
again. Neither of them paid much attention to Nick. They were getting 
along famously. Nick couldn’t blame her for that. He was liking Aski 
more and more with every passing minute Why then, Nick asked 
himself, was he showing symptoms of the same old black ass that had 
afflicted him in London? He held out a big hand to the light. Steady as 
a rock. He had never felt better, been in better shape. The mission was 


going well. He was confident that he could bring it off, because 
Colonel Chun Li was over-confident and that was going to make the 
difference. Why, then, was he—? 

One of the Tangar fishermen hissed at him from the hatch. Nick 
rose from his squat and went to the hatchway. “What is it, Minh?” 

The man whispered in pidgin. “We velly close come Penha bimeby, 
sar.” 

Killmaster nodded. “How close now?” 

The junk heaved and pitched as a big wave struck her. “Maybe 
mile, sar. Not go too close, I think not. Have yes many many Red boat, 
I think by damn! Can?” 

Nick knew that the Tangars were nervous. They were good men, 
lent very sub rosa by the British, but they knew what would happen if 
the ChiComs caught them. There would be a propaganda trial and a 
lot of hoopla but in the end it would be the same—minus three heads. 

Nick gave the order to come about. A mile was as close as they 
could hope to get. They would have to swim the rest of the way. He 
looked at the Tangar again. “Weather? Blow storm? Tai-fung?” 

The man shrugged his glistening, sinewy shoulders, wet with sea 
water. “Maybe can. Who tells?” 

Nick turned to his companions. “All right, you two. This is it. Let’s 


”? 


go. 

The Prince, his pointed teeth gleaming, helped the girl to her feet. 
She gave Nick a cool glance. “We swim now, I suppose?” 

“Right. We swim. It won’t be hard. The tide is right and will take 
us in. You’ve got life preservers and we'll be roped together. Keep 
your heads down and do not talk. Is that understood? Do not talk! I 
will do all the talking, in whispers. You will nod your heads that you 
understand, if you do.” Nick looked hard at the Prince. “Any questions 
at all? You know exactly what to do? When, where, why, how?” They 
had gone over and over the thing. 

Aski nodded. “Of course, old man. Got it letter perfect. You’re 
forgetting that I was once a British Commando. Of course I was just a 
sprout then, but—” 

“Save it for your memoirs,” Nick said curtly. “Come on.” He began 
to climb the ladder up through the hatch. Behind him he heard the 
girl laugh softly. Bitch, he thought, and marveled again at his 
ambivalence where she was concerned. 

Killmaster swept his mind clean. The killing time was at hand, the 
final play about to begin. All the money spent, the contacts used, the 
scheming, the trickery and the finagling, the blood spilled and bodies 
buried—it was coming to, a head now. The payoff was near. Events 
that had had their beginnings days, months, even years before, were 
coming to climax. There would be winners and there would be losers. 


Around and around the ball of Fate goes—and where it stops nobody 
knows... . 


An hour later the three of them huddled among black, slime-green 
rocks just off Penha Point. Each had his clothes wrapped in a compact 
waterproof bundle. Nick and the Prince had carried the weapons the 
same way. The girl was naked but for little panties and a bra. Her 
teeth were chattering now. 

Nick whispered to Aski. “Shut her up! That guard comes right 
along the waterfront on his tour.” He had been thoroughly briefed in 
Hong Kong on the habits of the Portuguese garrison. But with the 
Chinese now in virtual control he would have to play it by ear. 

The Prince, disobeying orders, whispered back, “He can’t hear 
much in this wind, old man. I—” 

Killmaster drove an elbow into his ribs. “Shut her up! Wind carries 
sound, you damned fool. They can hear her in Hong Kong, the way 
this wind is backing and veering.” 

The chattering stopped. The big black man had gathered the girl in 
his arms and put a hand over her mouth. 

Nick glanced at the watch glowing on the inside of this wrist. The 
sentry, one of an elite Mozambique regiment, should be passing them 
in five minutes. Nick jabbed at the Prince again. 

“You two stay here. He’ll be passing in a few minutes. I’ll get that 
uniform for you.” 

The Prince said: “I can do it myself, you know. I’m used to killing 
my own meat.” 

Killmaster noted the strange simile, then dismissed it. To his own 
surprise one of his infrequent cold rages was building in him. He 
snapped the stiletto into his hand and pressed it into the Prince’s bare 
chest. “That’s the second time in a minute that you’ve disobeyed 
orders,” Nick said savagely. “Do it again and you’ve had it, Prince.” 

Aski did not shrink from the stiletto. Tension stretched as the 
moment lengthened. Then Aski chuckled softly and patted Nick’s 
shoulder. It was all right. 

Minutes later Nick Carter had to kill a simple black man who had 
come thousands of miles from Mozambique to die, for reasons he 
could not have understood had he known them. It had to be killing 
because Nick dared not leave any traces of his presence in Macao. He 
could not use his knife, blood would spoil the uniform, so he had to 
throttle the man from behind. The sentry died hard and Nick was 
puffing a little as he went back to the water line and rapped the hilt of 
his trench knife three times on a rock. The Prince and the girl came 
out of the sea. 

Nick did not linger. “Up there,” he told the Prince. “The uniform is 


in prime shape. No blood or mud on it. Check your watch with mine, 
then I’ll be on my way.” 

It was half past ten. Half an hour until the Hour of the Rat. Nick 
Carter smiled in the blustering dark wind as he trotted past the old Ma 
Kok Miu temple and found a path that would lead him in turn to 
asphalted Harbor Road and into the heart of the city. He trotted along 
in a coolie’s shuffle, his rubber shoes scuffing the dirt. He and the girl 
had had their faces stained yellow. That and the coolie clothes should 
be enough disguise in a city made uneasy by riots, and with a storm 
coming up. He hunched his big shoulders a little more. No one was 
going to pay much attention to a solitary coolie on a night like this— 
even if he was a bit bigger than most. 

He had never intended to keep the rendezvous at the Sign of the 
Golden Tiger on Rua Das Lorchas. Colonel Chun Li knew he would not 
keep it. The Colonel had never intended that he keep it. The phone 
call had merely been an opening gambit, a way of establishing that 
Carter was actually in Hong Kong with the girl. 

Killmaster reached the asphalt road. To his right he could see a 
blaze of neon that was central Macao. He could make out the garish 
outline of the floating Casino with its tiled roof and curling eaves and 
the phony padddlewheel housings outlined in red bulbs. The big sign 
flashed off and on: Macao Palace. 

A few blocks further on, Nick found a crooked cobbled lane that 
would lead him behind the Tai Yip Hotel where General Auguste 
Boulanger was staying as a guest of the People’s Republic. It was a 
trap. Nick knew it was a trap. Colonel Chun Li knew it was a trap 
because he had set it. Nick’s smile was grim as he remembered Hawk’s 
words: sometimes the trap catches the trapper. 

The Colonel would expect Nick to contact General Boulanger. 
Because Chun Li would certainly know that the General was playing 
both ends against the middle. If the Prince was right and General 
Boulanger was really crazy, then it was quite possible that the General 
had not quite yet made up his mind as to whom he was selling out 
and setting up. Not that it mattered. The whole thing was a setup. Set 
up by the Colonel out of curiosity, possibly, to see just what the 
General would do. Chun knew the General was nuts. Nick thought, as 
he neared the Tai Yip, that Colonel Chun Li had probably liked 
torturing small animals when he was a boy. 

There was a parking lot behind the Tai Yip Hotel. Across the way 
from the lot, which was well filled and brilliantly lit with tall sodium 
lamps, was a straggle of wood and tin hovels. They festered there, a 
running sore on the opulence so nearby. Candles and carbide flares 
filtered weakly from the shacks. Babies cried. There was a stench of 
urine and ordure, of sweat and unwashed bodies, of too many people 


living in too small a space; all this lay like a palpable layer atop the 
humidity and rising storm smell. Nick found a narrow alley mouth and 
squatted in it. Just another coolie taking a rest. He lit a Great Wall, 
cupped it in his hand and, his face concealed by the big rain hat, 
studied the hotel over the road. Shadows moved near him and there 
was an occasional grunt and moan from a sleeping man. He caught 
the sickly sweet odor of opium. 

For no reason Nick remembered a travel folder he had once seen: 
Come to beautiful Macao—the Garden City of the Orient. It had, of 
course, been written BC. Before ChiComs. 

The Tai Yip was nine floors tall. General Auguste Boulanger was on 
the seventh floor, in a suite overlooking the Praia Grande. A fire 
escape climbed both front and back. Killmaster thought he would stay 
away from the fire escapes. No use making it too easy for Colonel 
Chun Li. 

As he smoked his butt down to the last tenth of an inch, coolie 
fashion, Nick tried to imagine himself in the Colonel’s place. Chun Li 
might be thinking that it would be nice if Nick Carter killed the 
General. Then he could grab Nick, an AXE killer caught red handed, 
and stage the propaganda trial of all time. Then cut off his head 
legally. Two birds dead, and not even one stone. 

He saw movement on the roof of the hotel. Guards. Probably they 
were on the fire escapes, too. They would be Chinese, not Portuguese 
or Mozambique, or at least there would be Chinese in charge. 
Killmaster smiled in the fetid murk. It looked like he would have to 
use the elevator. 

The guards were there to make things look legit, so the trap 
wouldn’t be too obvious. Chun Li was no dummy, and he knew that 
Killmaster wasn’t. Nick smiled again. If he walked right into the 
guards’ arms they would have to take him, but Chun Li wouldn’t like 
it. Nick was sure of it The guards were only window dressing. Chun Li 
wanted Nick to get to the General. So oblige the man, Carter! He rose 
and went down the sour-smelling alley into the depths of the shack 
village. It shouldn’t be hard to find what he wanted. He had no 
patacas or escudos, but HK dollars would do as well. He had plenty of 
those. 

Ten minutes later Killmaster had an A frame and a dummy load on 
his back. The gunny sacks contained only junk, but nobody would 
know that until it was too late. Five hundred HK dollars had bought 
the lot, plus some very shut mouths. Nick Carter was in business. 

He trotted across the road and through the parking lot toward a 
service door he had spotted. In one of the cars a girl giggled and 
whimpered. Nick grinned and kept going, shuffling, bent at the waist, 
the harness of the wooden A frame creaking on his big shoulders. The 


conical rain hat was pulled well down over his face. 

As he neared the service door another coolie came out, his A frame 
empty. He glanced at Nick and muttered in soft Cantonese: “No pay 
tonight, brother. That bitch dog of a big nose says come tomorrow—as 
if a stomach can wait until tomorrow for rice!” 

Nick did not look up. As he passed he replied in the same 
language. “May their livers rot and all their children be girls!” 

He went down three steps into a large areaway. The service door 
was half open. It led into a large store room filled with bags and boxes 
and bales of every description. The big room was flooded with 100- 
watt light that kept dimming and brightening. A stocky, tired looking 
Portuguese clerk was wandering among the bales and boxes with 
invoice sheets on a clip board. He was talking to himself as Nick 
entered with his loaded A frame. The AXE man figured that the 
Chinese must be putting the squeeze on gasoline and transport; most 
of what came to the docks now or from the mainland would be moved 
by coolie power. 

“E impossive!”, the clerk was muttering. “A man cannot work so. 
Everything goes wrong. I must be losing my mind. But no—no!” He 
struck his forehead with his palm, paying no attention to the big 
coolie. “No. Nao tenho nada! It is not me—it is this accursed country, 
this climate, this work for no money, these stupid Chinese. I will go 
home the next time my contract is up—I swear it before the Holy 
Mother herself, I swear I—” 

The clerk broke off muttering and glared at Nick. “Que deseja, 
stupido?” 

Nick stared at the floor. He shuffled his feet. He picked his nose 
and muttered in Cantonese. The clerk came toward him, his puffy fat 
face set angrily. “Ponho! Put it down any place, dummy! Where is this 
load from? Fatshan?” 

Nick gurgled in his throat, picked his nose again and crossed his 
eyes. He leered like a moron, then giggled: “Yiee —Fatshan have yes. 
You givee one time many Hong Kong dolla, no? Can?” 

The clerk looked imploringly at the ceiling. “Oh, God! Why are all 
these rat eaters so stupid?” He glared at Nick. “No pay tonight. No 
money have yes. Tomorrow can. You sabby one time?” 

Nick scowled. He took a step toward the man. “No sabby. Want 
Hong Kong dolla now! Can?” He took another step. He could see a 
corridor leading out of the store room, and at the end of the corridor 
was a freight elevator. Nick glanced behind him. No intruders yet, but 
time was getting very precious. 

The little clerk did not back up. His face began to swell with 
surprise and rage. A coolie talking back to a white man! He took a 
step toward the coolie and raised the clip board, as much in defense as 


in threat. 

Killmaster decided not to kill the man. He could be knocked 
unconscious and hidden amid all this junk. He slid his arms out of the 
A frame harness and let it drop with a crash. The little clerk forgot his 
anger for a second. “You clumsy squint-eyed oaf! There might be 
breakables in there —I’ll see that you pay for anything! You namee 
you have yes?” 

“Nicholas Huntington Carter.” 

The man’s jaw fell at the perfect English. His eyes bugged. Nick 
chopped him on the side of the neck, catching him as he fell forward. 
He hauled him back behind a high stack of bales. Beneath the coolie 
jacket, besides the belt of grenades, Nick wore a cummerbund of 
strong manila line. He worked fast, gagging the man with his own 
necktie and binding his wrists to his ankles behind him. When he had 
finished he contemplated the job with approval. It would take a 
Houdini to get out of those knots. 

Killmaster patted the little clerk on the head. “Adeus. You are 
lucky, my friend. Lucky that you are not even a little shark.” 

It was well past the Hour of the Rat now. Colonel Chun Li would 
know that Nick was not coming. Not to the Sign of the Golden Tiger. 
But then the Colonel had never really expected Nick there. As he 
entered the freight elevator and started up Nick wondered if the 
Colonel might possibly get the idea that he, Carter, had chickened out, 
was not coming at all. Nick hoped so. It would make things so much 
easier. 

The elevator stopped at eight The corridor was empty. Nick went 
down a flight of fire stairs, his rubber shoes making no sound. The 
elevator was automatic and he had sent it down again. No use leaving 
a pointer like that. 

He inched the fire door open on the seventh floor. He was in luck. 
The thick steel door opened the right way and he had a clear view 
down the corridor to the door of the General’s suite. It was just as it 
had been described in Hong Kong. Except for one thing. The armed 
guards stationed before the cream-painted door with the big gold 7 on 
it They looked like Chinese, very young. Probably Red Guards. They 
were slouchy and bored and didn’t seem to be expecting trouble. 
Killmaster shook his head. They wouldn’t get it from him. There was 
no way to approach them without being seen. It would have to be the 
roof after all. 

He went back up the fire stairs. He kept going until he reached a 
little penthouse that housed the freight elevator machinery. A door 
opened onto the roof. It stood ajar and Nick could hear someone 
humming on the far side. It was an old Chinese love song. Nick flipped 
the stiletto down into his palm. In the midst of love we are in death. 


He had to kill again now. These were Chinese, the enemy. If Colonel 
Chun Li won tonight, and he well might, Nick intended having the 
satisfaction of introducing a few of the enemy to their ancestors. 

The guard was leaning against the penthouse just outside the door. 
Killmaster was so close that he could smell the man’s breath. He had 
been eating kimchi, a hot Korean dish. 

The man was just out of his reach. Nick drew the point of the 
stiletto slowly across the wood of the door. At first the guard did not 
hear, possibly because of his humming or because he was sleepy. Nick 
repeated the sound. The guard stopped humming and leaned toward 
the door. “Yieee—another rat?” 

Killmaster twisted his big fingers around the man’s throat and 
pulled him into the penthouse. There was no sound but a slight scrape 
of fine gravel on the roof. The man was carrying a grease gun, an old 
US M3, slung over his shoulder. 

The guard was slightly built, his throat crushed easily in Nick’s 
steel cable fingers. Nick eased the pressure a bit and whispered in the 
man’s ear. “The name of the other guard? Quickly now and you live. 
Lie to me and you die. The name?” He did not think there would be 
more than two of them on the roof itself. 

“W-Wong,” the man gasped. He was fighting for breath. “Wong 
Kee. I—I swear it.” 

Nick tightened his grip on the man’s gullet again, then released it 
as the fellow’s legs began to thrash frantically. “He speaks Cantonese? 
No lies?” 

The dying man tried to nod. “Y-yes. We are Cantonese.” 

Nick moved quickly behind the man. He slid his hands into a full 
Nelson, lifted the man off his feet, then slammed the head down on 
the chest with one powerful thrust. The spine snapped with an audible 
thuck. It takes enormous strength to break a man’s neck this way. And 
sometimes, in Nick’s profession, a man had to lie as well as kill. 

He dragged the body back behind the elevator machinery. The 
uniform was no good to him, far too small, but he could use the cap. 
He tossed away the coolie hat and tugged the cap, with its red star, 
down over his eyes. He slung the grease gun over his shoulder, hoping 
he wouldn’t have to use it. Chun Li was giving him a lot of rope, and 
he was using the last inch of it, but neither of them wanted gunfire. 
Yet. 

Killmaster sauntered out onto the roof, stooping to conceal his 
height. He began to hum the same old Chinese love song as his keen 
eyes scanned the dark roof. The Tai Yip Hotel was the tallest building 
in Macao, so no light fell on its roof, and the sky now pressing down 
was a humid black mass of cloud where lightning played incessantly. 

Still he could not locate the other guard. Where was the bastard? 


Goofing off? Sleeping? Nick had to find him. He needed this roof clear 
for his return trip. If there was one. 

There was a sudden wild rush of wings over his head, so close that 
several of the birds nearly touched him. Nick ducked instinctively, 
watching the dim, white, stork-like forms whirl and gyrate in the sky. 
They made an evanescent whorl, a gray-white wheel only half seen in 
the sky, with a sound of thousands of startled quail. They were the 
famous white herons of Macao and they were not sleeping tonight. 
Nick knew the old legend. When the white herons flew at night a 
great typhoon was coming. 

Maybe. Maybe not. Where was that God damned guard! 

“Wong?” Nick hissed the words. “Wong? You son of a turtle, where 
are you? Wake up—the Comrade Captain is coming in a few minutes.” 
Killmaster spoke several Chinese dialects well, though in most his 
accent was lacking; in Cantonese he could have fooled a native son. 
He did it now. From behind a chimney a sleepy voice said, “That you, 
Tua? What is it, man? I have been catching a little slee— Aieeeeeee” 

Nick had the man about the throat, choking off the beginning 
scream. This one was bigger, tougher. He put his hands up inside 
Nick’s arms and his fingers clawed at the AXE agent’s eyes. He 
brought his knee up to Nick’s groin. Nick welcomed the fierce 
struggle. He did not like to kill babies. He twisted deftly aside, 
avoiding the knee to his groin, then immediately put his own knee in 
the other’s groin. The man groaned and leaned forward a bit Nick held 
him, pulled his head back by the thick hair on his neck, and hit him 
across the Adam’s apple with the calloused edge of his right hand. A 
deadly backhand blow that crushed the man’s esophagus and 
paralyzed him. Then the big AXEman simply squeezed the throat until 
the man stopped breathing. 

The chimney was low, about to Nick’s shoulder. He heaved the 
body up and stuffed it head first into the chimney. The grease gun he 
did not need, already having one, so he kicked it into the shadows. He 
ran for the edge of the roof overlooking the General’s suite. As he 
went he began to unwind the manila line from around his waist. 

Killmaster peered down. The little balcony was directly below him. 
Two floors down. The fire escape was to his right, at the far corner of 
the building. It was doubtful the guard on the fire escape could see 
him in this murk. Nick secured his line around a ventilator and 
dropped it over the side. The calculations made in Hong Kong had 
been right. The end of the line touched the rail of the balcony. 

Nick Carter tested the line, then swung out and down, the captured 
grease gun slung across his back. He did not slide down, but walked it 
like a mountaineer, his feet against the side of the building. A minute 
later he was standing on the rail of the balcony. There were tall 


French windows, several inches ajar. It was dark beyond them. Nick 
leaped soundlessly to the concrete floor of the balcony. 

The doors were ajar! Come in, said the spider? 

Nick’s smile was grim. He doubted that the spider would expect 
him to use this way into the web. 

Nick got on his hands and knees and crawled to the French doors. 
He became aware of a whirring sound. At first he could not place it, 
then suddenly he knew. It was a projector. The General was at home 
and he was watching movies. Home movies. Movies that had been 
made in London some months before by a man named Blacker. 
Blacker who had ended up dead with his own sex stuffed into his 
mouth. Killmaster grimaced in the dark. 

He pushed one of the doors open about a foot. He was flat on the 
cold concrete now, face down, and could look into the dark room. The 
projector seemed very near at hand, to his right. It would be 
automatic. Far down the room—it was a long room—was a white 
screen dangling from the ceiling or on the wall. Nick could not tell 
which. Between his vantage and the screen, about ten feet into the 
room, he could make out the silhouette of a high-backed chair and 
something above the chair. A man’s head? 

Killmaster went into the room like a snake, on his belly and as 
silently. The concrete changed to wooden cubing, parquet by the feel 
of it. 

Pictures were flashing on the screen now. Nick raised his head to 
watch. He recognized the dead man, Blacker, fussing around the large 
divan in the Dragon Club in London. Then the Princess da Gama came 
into the scene. One closeup, one look at the dazed green eyes, was 
enough to prove that she had been drugged. Willingly or not, she was 
beyond doubt full of some sort of drug, LSD or whatever. They had 
only the dead Blacker’s word for that It did not matter. The girl had 
been high, swinging, without the faintest notion of what she was 
doing. 

Nick Carter was at the core an honest man. Honest with himself. 
So it was that he admitted, even as he was easing the Luger out of its 
holster, that the antics on the screen were arousing him. He crawled 
closer to the back of the tall chair, where a once proud General of the 
French Army was now watching pornography. Little giggles and 
chuckling sounds came from the chair. Nick frowned in the dark. 
What in hell was going on? 

Plenty was going on on the screen at the end of the room. Nick 
saw immediately why the Portuguese Government, hidebound and 
rooted in conservatism, would want the film destroyed. A Princess of 
the Royal Blood was doing some highly interesting and unorthodox 
things on the screen. He could feel the blood pound in his own groin 


as he watched her join willingly in every little game and the highly 
inventive positions that Blacker suggested. She was like a robot, a 
mechanical girl doll, lovely and without a will of her own. 

Now she wearing only long white stockings, shoes and a black 
garter belt She assumed a wanton position and cooperated fully with 
the man Blacker. Then he made her change positions. She bent over 
him, nodding, smiling her robot smile, doing exactly as she was told. 

In that moment the AXE agent understood something else. The 
recurrence of his black ass, for one thing. His unease and ambivalence 
about the girl. He wanted her himself! Carnally he wanted her! He 
had been pushing the thought down into his subconscious, but it was 
not staying pushed. He wanted the Princess. In bed. Drunk, addict, 
wanton and whore that she was—he wanted to enjoy her body. 

Another sound intruded the room. The General had laughed. A soft 
laugh and full of odd private pleasure. He sat in the dark, this product 
of St. Cyr, and stared at moving shadows of a girl whom he believed 
could restore his potency. This Gallic warrior of two world wars, of 
the Foreign Legion, this terror of Algiers, this cunning old military 
brain —now he sat in the dark and chuckled. 

Prince Askari had been very right about that—the General was 
well into lunacy or, at best, senility. Colonel Chun Li knew this and 
was using it. 

Nick Carter put the cold muzzle of the Luger very gently against 
the General’s head, just behind the ear. He had been told the General 
spoke excellent English. 

“Keep very still, General. Don’t move. Whisper. I don’t want to kill 
you, but I will. Just keep watching the movies and answer my 
questions. Whisper. Is this place bugged? Tapped? Mikes around?” 

“Oui.” 

“Speak English. I know you can. Where is Colonel Chun Li now?” 

“T do not know. But if you are the man Carter, he is expecting 
you.” 

“T am the man Carter.” 

There was movement in the chair. Nick jabbed cruelly with the 
Luger. “General! Keep your hands on the arms of the chair. You must 
believe that I will not hesitate to kill you.” 

“T do believe you. I have heard much of you, Carter.” 

Nick prodded the General’s ear with the Luger. “You made a deal, 
General, with my boss, to set up Colonel Chun Li for me. What about 
it?” 

“In return for the girl,” said the General. His voice, quavery before, 
grew stronger now. “In return for the girl,” he said again. “I must have 
the girl!” 

“ve got her,” Nick said softly. “With me. She’s in Macao right 


now. She’s dying to meet you, General. But you’ve got to keep your 
end of the bargain first. How do you intend to trap the Colonel for 
me? So I can kill him?” 

He would now hear some very interesting lies. 

Not so. The General might be cracked, but he had a one track 
mind. “I must see the girl first,” he said now. “Nothing until I see her. 
Then Ill keep my promise and give you the Colonel. It will be easy. 
He trusts me.” 

Nick’s left hand had been exploring. The General was wearing a 
cap, a fiat-topped military cap. Nick ran his hand down over the old 
man’s left shoulder and breast—medals and ribbons. He knew then. 
The General was wearing full regimentals, the dress uniform of a 
French Lieutenant-General! Sitting in the dark, wearing the raiment of 
past glory and staring at pornography. Shades of de Sade and 
Charentan— death would be a blessing to this old man. 

There was still the job to do. 

“T don’t think,” said Nick Carter in the dark, “that the Colonel does 
trust you. He is not that stupid. You think you are using him, General, 
but he is really using you. And you, sir, are lying! No—don’t move. 
You are supposed to be setting him up for me, but really you are 
setting me up for him —right?” 

A long sigh from the General. He did not speak. The movie ended 
and the screen went blank as the projector stopped whirring. The 
darkness in the room was total now. Wind rushed howling past the 
little balcony. 

Nick decided against taking a look at General Auguste Boulanger. 
He could smell, hear and sense the decay. He did not want to see it. 
He leaned to whisper yet lower, now that the protective sound of the 
projector was gone. 

“Isn’t that true, General? You are playing both ends against the 
middle? Planning to double-cross everybody if you can? The way you 
tried to have Prince Askari murdered!” 

The old man started violently. “Tried to—you mean that Askari is 
not dead?” 

Nick Carter tapped the withered neck with the Luger. “No. Very 
much not dead. He’s here on Macao now. Colonel Li told you he was 
dead, eh? He lied to you, told you the murder had come off?” 

“Oui—yes. I believed the Prince to be dead.” 

“Keep your voice down, General. Whisper! Ill tell you something 
else that may surprise you. You have an attache case full of raw 
diamonds?” 

“Yes.” 

“They’re phonies, General. Glass. Chunks of dirty glass. You don’t 
know much about diamonds. Aski does. He hasn’t trusted you for a 


long time. This trip he switched attache cases on you. The stuff you 
have is worthless. What is Colonel Li going to say about that?” 

As they had come to trust each other, to a point, the Prince had 
revealed the strategem of the fake raw diamonds. He had lied during 
their talk in the Rat Fink Bar. He had the real diamonds safely tucked 
away in a vault in London. The General was trying to peddle the 
phonies, all unknown to him. Neither was Colonel Chun Li a diamond 
expert. If matters had somehow straightened out, gone well, the 
Prince could have had the real diamonds flown to Macao in a few 
hours. 

The old man stiffened in the chair. “The diamonds are fake? This I 
cannot believe—” 

“You had better, General. Believe this, too—that when Peking finds 
out you're selling them glass for twenty-odd million in gold, you’re 
going to be in a lot more trouble than you are now. So will the 
Colonel. He’ll take it out on you, General! First. To save his own skin. 
He'll try to convince them that you’re just crazy enough to try a 
swindle like that And there will go your whole deal—the girl, the 
revolution you want to take over in Angola, the gold for diamonds 
setup with the Chinese. Everything. You’ll just be an old ex-General 
condemned to death in France. Better think it over, sir.” 

Nick softened his voice. He was whispering close to the old man’s 
ear, aware of the overpowering scent of a harsh perfume. The old boy 
stank. Perfume to cover the odor of an old and dying body? Against 
the time when he met the girl? Once again the AXEman was near to 
pity, not a usual emotion for him. He pushed it away from him. 

He pushed the Luger a bit more firmly into the old neck. “Better 
stick with us, sir. With AXE. Set the Colonel up for me the way it was 
originally planned. That way you get the girl, at least, and maybe you 
and the Prince can still work something out between you. After the 
Colonel is dead. How about it?” 

He felt the General nod in the dark. “I appears that I have no 
choice, Mr. Carter. Very well. What do you want me to do?” 

His lips touched the man’s ear as Nick whispered. “I’ll be at the Inn 
of Ultimate Happiness in one hour. You come and bring Colonel Chun 
Li with you. Just the two of you. Tell him that I want to talk, to make 
a deal, and that I don’t want trouble. Do you understand?” 

“Yes. But I do not know this place—the Inn of Ultimate Happiness? 
How do I find it?” 

“The Colonel will know it,” said Nick brusquely. “The moment you 
come through the door with the Colonel your job is over. Get out of 
the way and stay out. There will be danger. Is that clear?” 

A little silence. The old man sighed. “Most clear. You intend to kill 
him, then? On the spot!” 


“On the spot. Goodbye, General. Better play it safe this time. No 
double-cross.” 

Killmaster went up the rope with the skill and speed of a giant ape. 
He pulled it up and hid it under the coping. The roof was deserted, 
but as he gained the little penthouse he heard the freight elevator 
ascending. The machinery was humming and counterweights and 
cables were sliding down. He ran to the door leading down to the 
ninth floor, opened it and heard voices at the foot of the stairs 
speaking Chinese. Nick guessed they were the two guards who had 
been at the General’s door, arguing about which one would ascend to 
the roof. He turned back to the elevator. If they argued long enough 
down there he had a chance. He wedged back the iron grille door of 
the elevator and held it with his foot. He could see the roof of the 
freight elevator rising towards him, the cables whining greasily past. 
Nick glanced up at the top of the housing. There should be room— 
just. 

As the roof of the elevator reached him he stepped lightly on and 
eased the grille shut. He flattened on the filthy top of the elevator as it 
clanked to a stop. There was a good inch between the back of his skull 
and the top of the housing. 


Chapter 10 


HE COULD REMEMBER the rifle butt striking him in the back of 
the neck. There was hot white pain in the region now. His skull was 
an echo chamber where a couple of jazz bands were going crazy. The 
floor beneath him was as cold as the death he now faced. It was wet, 
dank and Killmaster began to understand that he was stark naked and 
in chains. There was, somewhere above him, a vague yellow light. He 
made a supreme effort to lift his head, marshalling all his strength, 
beginning the long fight back from what he sensed was very near total 
disaster. Matters had gone completely wrong. He had been 
outsmarted. Colonel Chun Li had taken him as easily as one takes a 
lollipop from a baby. 

“Mr. Carter! Nick—Nick! Can you hear me?” 

“Uhhhooooo00o—” He raised his head and looked across the small 
dungeon at the girl. She was naked, too, and chained to a brick pillar 
just as he was. As he tried to get his eyes in focus Nick did not regard 
any of this as particularly strange—when in a nightmare you go by 
nightmare rules. It seemed quite proper that the Princess Morgan da 
Gama should be sharing this terrible dream with him, that she should 
be chained to a pillar, lithe and naked and big breasted and absolutely 
frozen with terror. 

If ever a situation needed a light touch this was it—if only to keep 
the girl away from the edge of the hysteria. Her voice said she was 
fast approaching it. 

He tried to smile at her. “In the words of my immortal Aunt 
Agatha—‘wha hoppen’?” 

New panic moved in the green eyes. Now that he was awake and 
looking at her, she tried to cover her breasts with her hands. The 
jangling chains were too short to permit it. She compromised by 
twisting her slim body so that he could not see her dark pubic hair. 
Even in such a moment, when he was sick, hurting and temporarily 
defeated, Nick Carter wondered if he would ever understand women. 

The Princess had been crying. Her eyes were swollen. She said: 
“You-you don’t remember?” 

He forgot the chains and tried to massage the huge bloody lump on 
the back of his skull. His chains were too short. He swore. “Yes. I 
remember. It’s starting to come back now. I—” 

Nick broke off and put a finger to his lips. That blow had knocked 
all the sense out of him. He shook his head at the girl and tapped his 
ear with his finger, then pointed around the dungeon. It was sure to 
be bugged. 


From above, somewhere up in the shadows of the ancient brick 
arches, there came a metallic chuckle. A loudspeaker rasped and 
whined, and Nick Carter thought, with a grim little smile—the next 
voice you hear will be Colonel Chun Li! 

The loudspeaker said: “Very professional of you, Mr. Carter. Of 
course the place is wired. There is also closed-circuit television—I can 
see you quite plainly. But do not let this inhibit your conversation 
with the lady. There is very little that you can say that I do not 
already know. Are you hearing me well, Mr. Carter?” 

Nick kept his head down. He did not want the TV scanner up there 
to see the expression on his face. He said: “Screw you, Colonel.” 

Chuckle. Then, “Very childish, Mr. Carter. I am disappointed in 
you. In many ways—for you did not really give me much of a fight, 
did you? I rather expected more from AXE’s number one killer. I begin 
to think that you are only a paper dragon, after all. Tch-tchk. But then 
life is full of little disappointments.” 

Nick kept his face down. He had been analyzing the voice. Good, 
too precise English. Learned from text books. Chun Li had never lived 
in the States. Ergo—he did not really know or understand Americans, 
how they thought or what they were capable of under stress. It was a 
faint glimmer of hope. 

Colonel Chun Li’s next remark truly startled the man from AXE. It 
was so beautifully simple, so apparent once it was pointed out, yet 
until this moment it had never occurred to him. 

“And how is our dear mutual friend, Mr. David Hawk?” 

Nick was silent. 

Chuckle. “You may as well know, Mr. Carter—and I hope it does 
not wound your pride—that my interest in you is only secondary. You 
are, to be truthful, only the bait. It is your Mr. Hawk that I really 
want. Just as he wants me. This whole thing has been a trap, as you 
know, but for Hawk, not you.” 

Nick laughed up at the ceiling. “You’re out of your mind, Colonel. 
You'll never get close to Hawk.” 

Silence. Chuckle. Then: “We’ll see, Mr. Carter. You may be right. I 
have the highest respect for Hawk, professionally speaking. But he has 
human weaknesses, just as the rest of us do. I believe that you two are 
very close?” 

Danger in that question. For Hawk. Nick said, “You’ve been 
misinformed, Colonel. Hawk doesn’t buddy-buddy with his agents. 
He’s a heartless old man.” 

“Tt doesn’t really matter,” said the voice. “If one method doesn’t 
work, another will. I will explain later, Mr. Carter. Now I have a little 
work to do, so I shall let you have your privacy. Oh—one thing. I am 
going to turn on some lights now. Please observe the wire cage. 


Something most interesting is going to happen soon in that cage.” 
There was a hum, buzz and click, and the amplifier went dead. A 
moment later harsh white lights came on in a corner of the dungeon 
that had been in shadow. Both Nick and the girl stared. Killmaster felt 
an icy finger along his spine. Yet it was only an empty cage of closely 
meshed chicken wire, about twelve by twelve. A door opened through 
the brick wall of the dungeon. On the floor of the cage were four short 
chains and manacles set into the floor. Just right for spreadeagling a 
man. Or a woman. 

The Princess had the same thought. She whimpered at him. “My 
God! W-what are they going to do with us? What is that—that cage 
for?” 

He didn’t know and he didn’t want to guess. To keep her sane, 
from hysteria, was his job now. Nick didn’t know just what good that 
would do—except that it might, in turn, help him keep his own wits 
about him. He was desperately going to need them. 

He ignored the cage. “Tell me what happened at the Inn of 
Ultimate Happiness,” he commanded. “I’m fuzzy on things. A rifle butt 
will do that. I remember coming in and seeing you squatting in a 
corner. Aski wasn’t there, though he should have been. I remember 
asking you where Aski was—then the joint was raided and the lights 
went out and somebody put a rifle butt in my skull. Where is Aski, 
anyway?” 

The girl was fighting for control. She looked askance and pointed 
around. 

“To hell with it,” Nick grunted. “He’s right. He knows it all 
anyway. I don’t. Tell me.” 

“We did just as you said,” the girl began. “Aski dressed himself in 
that d—that other man’s uniform and we went into town. To the Inn 
of Ultimate Happiness. At first no one paid any attention to us. It— 
well, I suppose you know what sort of place it was?” 

“Yes. I know.” He had picked the Inn of Ultimate Happiness 
because it was a low Chinese inn and brothel where coolies and 
Mozambique soldiers hung out together. The Prince, in the uniform of 
the dead trooper, would have been just another black soldier with a 
pretty Chinese prostitute. Aski’s job was to cover Nick if he succeeded 
in luring Colonel Chun Li to the inn. The disguise had been perfect. 

“The Prince was picked up by an MP patrol,” the girl said now. “I 
think it was just a routine thing. They were Mozambiques with a 
white Portuguese officer. Aski didn’t have the proper papers, no pass 
or something, so they arrested him. They dragged him out and left me 
there alone. I—I waited for you. There was nothing else to do.” 

Bad luck. The disguise had been too good. Nick swore a little 
under his breath. It was not a thing that could have been foreseen, 


guarded against. No one could ever cover every angle! So now the 
black Prince was in some jail or stockade and out of circulation. He 
spoke a little Mozambique, so he might be able to bluff for a time, but 
sooner or later they would find out the truth. The dead guard would 
be found. Aski would be turned over to the Chinese. Unless— and it 
was a very slim unless—unless the Prince could somehow use, as 
before, the confraternity of a dark skin. Nick shrugged the thought 
away. Even if the Prince got free what could he do? One man. And not 
a trained agent at that. 

As always, when the deep bind was on, Nick knew that he could 
count on only one man to save his skin. Nick Carter. 

The loudspeaker rasped into life again. “I think you will find this 
interesting, Mr. Carter. Observe closely, please. An acquaintance of 
yours, I believe?” 

Four Chinese, sturdy brutes all, were dragging something through 
the door and into the chicken wire cage. Nick heard the girl gasp and 
choke back a scream. 

There was something sickening, nearly obscene, about the 
nakedness of General Auguste Boulanger as he was dragged into the 
cage. He was bald and the sparse hair on his emaciated chest was 
white. He looked like a shivering, plucked chicken and, in this primal 
human state, utterly devoid of all human dignity and pride of rank or 
uniform. The knowledge that the old man was mad, that real dignity 
and pride had gone long before, made no difference in the revulsion 
Nick felt now. A sick ache began in his stomach. He had a 
premonition they were about to see something very nasty, even for the 
Chinese. 

The General put up a good fight for one so old and frail, but in a 
minute or two he was spreadeagled on the floor of the cage and 
chained. The loud speaker whispered in Cantonese: “Take out the gag. 
I want them to hear him scream.” 

One of the men pulled a large chunk of dirty rag from the 
General’s mouth. They left and closed the door in the brick wall. Nick, 
watching closely in the glare of 200-watt bulbs that lit the cage, saw 
something he had missed until now—on either side of the door, at 
floor level, was set a small opening, a dark scallop in the brick work, 
the sort of little entrance one might make for a dog or a cat. Light 
glinted from the metal plates closing them now. Killmaster’s flesh 
crawled— what were they going to do to this poor, crazy old man? 

Whatever it was—he knew one thing. It was not really directed at 
the General. Or the girl. It was aimed at him, at Nick Carter, to terrify 
him and break his will. It was a sort of brain wash, and it was about to 
begin. 

The General fought his chains briefly, then subsided into an inert 


pale lump. He gazed about him with a wild stare that did not appear 
to comprehend much. 

The loudspeaker rasped again: “Before we get into our little 
experiment, there are a few things I think you should know. About 
me. I have, and I admit it freely, my share of vanity. I even think I am 
entitled to gloat a bit. You have long been a thorn in our side, Mr. 
Carter—you and your superior, David Hawk. Now the tables are 
turned. It is, of course, all a part of the process of degrading and 
conditioning you. As your nakedness and the miserable surroundings 
are a part of it. You are a professional and I am sure you understand 
this. But I am an old-fashioned Chinese, Mr. Carter. We have, in our 
new China, our share of bright young men. Psychologists and 
psychiatrists, all the rest of it. Mostly they favor new methods of 
torture, more subtle means. I am not of that school. For ten thousand 
years we Chinese have been experts in inducing terror and I, for one, 
am most old-fashioned in that sense. Sheer, stark, unqualified terror, 
Mr. Carter! As you will now see.” 

The girl screamed. The sound ripped at the AXEman’s nerves. She 
was pointing at a huge rat that had crept into the cage from one of the 
little doors. It was the biggest rat that Nick Carter had ever seen. It 
was larger than the average cat and a glossy black with a long grayish 
tail. White feral teeth glinted from the snout as the creature stopped 
for a moment, whiskers twitching, and glanced about it with wary evil 
little eyes. Nick fought down an urge to vomit. 

The Princess screamed again, high and shrill, a buzz saw sound. 
“Shut up,” Nick told her savagely. “Shut up, damn you!” 

As the huge rat hesitated the loudspeaker spoke again: “You see 
the size of the rat, Mr. Carter? There is quite a story behind that. The 
rat is a mutant. Some of our scientists made a little trip, very secret of 
course, to an island that you people had once used for atomic tests. 
There was nothing alive on the island but the rats—they had somehow 
survived and even thrived. I do not understand it, not being myself a 
scientist, but it has been explained to me that the radio-active 
atmosphere is somehow responsible for the giantism you now see. 
Most fascinating, don’t you think?” 

Killmaster boiled over. He could not help himself. He knew it was 
exactly what the Colonel wanted, hoped for, yet he could not restrain 
his wild rage. He raised his head and yelled, cursing, calling out every 
foul name he knew. He lunged at his chains, cutting his wrists on the 
sharp manacles, but felt no pain. 

What he did feel was the slightest give, the faintest hint of 
weakness, in one of the old ring bolts set into the brick pillar. From 
the corner of his eye he saw a trickle of mortar slide down the brick 
below the ring bolt. A tremendous heave might very well break the 


chain loose. 

He covered immediately. He kept shaking his fists at the ceiling 
and cursing, but put no more strain on the chain. It was the first faint 
flicker of real hope. 

There was satisfaction in Colonel Chun Li’s voice when he said, “So 
—you are human, Mr. Carter? You do react to normal stimuli? That 
was quite a tantrum. I am glad that you are not as icy and bloodless as 
I have been told. It will make things easier. And now I will be quiet 
and let you and the lady enjoy the show. Do not feel too badly about 
the General. He is mad and senile and really no loss. He betrayed his 
own country, he betrayed Prince Askari, he tried to betray me. Oh, 
yes, Mr. Carter. I know all about it. The next time you whisper into a 
deaf man’s ear—be sure his hearing aid is not bugged!” The Colonel 
laughed. “You were, in effect, whispering into my ear, Mr. Carter. Of 
course the poor old fool did not know that his hearing aid was 
bugged.” 

Nick’s grimace was bitter, sour. So that was it. A lousy slip-up in 
Intelligence. He had not even known the old man was deaf, much less 
that he wore a hearing aid. 

The big rat was crouching on the General’s chest now. The man 
had not yet even whimpered. Nick hoped that the old mind was too 
dazed to know what was happening. The old man and the rat stared at 
each other at close quarters. The rat’s long tail, obscenely hairless, was 
twitching rapidly back and forth. Still the creature did not attack. 

The girl was whimpering and trying to hide her eyes with her 
hands. Her breasts bobbled as she moved restlessly in the chains. The 
smooth white body was dirty now, streaked with filth and bits of 
straw from the stone floor. Listening to the sounds from her throat, 
Nick knew that she was very near to going over the edge. He could 
understand that. He stood not so far from the abyss himself. He put 
just a little more pressure on the manacle and chain that held his right 
wrist The ring bolt moved. 

The old man screamed. Nick watched, fighting his own nerves, 
forgetting everything but the one important thing— the ring bolt 
would come out. A chain was a weapon. But no good unless he could 
come to close quarters! 

He made himself watch. The rat was gnawing on the old man now, 
its long teeth working into the flesh around the jugular. Smart rat. It 
knew where to strike. It wanted the meat dead, quiet, so it could feed 
without interference. 

The General screamed once more. The sound died in a gurgle as 
the rat chewed into a big artery and blood spurted. The girl was 
screaming now, over and over and over again. Nick Carter found that 
he was screaming, too, but silently, the sound locked in his skull and 


reverberating around his brain. He screamed hate and lust for revenge 
and murder, but to the spying eye of the camera he was calm, 
composed, even sneering. The camera must not spot that loose ring 
bolt. 

The Colonel was speaking again: “I will now send in more rats, Mr. 
Carter. They will finish the job quickly. Not pretty, is it? But you 
should not be too concerned—this thing happens every day, I am told, 
in your capitalistic slums. Only there the victims are helpless babies. 
True, Mr. Carter?” 

Nick ignored him. He stared at the carnage in the cage. A dozen of 
the huge rats had run in now and were swarming over the red thing 
that had once been a man. Nick could only pray that the old man was 
already dead. Perhaps. He was not moving. 

He heard retching sounds and glanced over at the girl. She had 
vomited on the floor and was lying with her eyes closed, her pale filth 
bespattered body twitching. 

“Pass out, baby,” he told her. “Pass out. Don’t watch it.” Two of 
the rats were fighting over a bit of flesh now. Nick watched with 
horrible fascination. Finally the larger of the two quarreling rats got 
its teeth in the throat of the other and killed it. Immediately it 
pounced on its brother rat and began to eat it. Nick watched as the rat 
totally devoured its own kin. And remembered something he had 
learned long ago and forgotten—rats are cannibals! One of the very 
few animals that will eat its own sort. 

Nick tore his eyes away from the horror in the cage. The girl was 
unconscious. He hoped she wasn’t dreaming. 

The voice in the loud speaker came back. Nick thought he could 
sense disappointment in the Colonel’s voice. “It appears,” he said, 
“that my reports about you are correct after all, Carter. You bear up 
very well. I have been watching you very closely and you did not even 
vomit as the girl did. And you have what you Americans call an 
admirable poker face. Are you really so insensitive, so cold nerved, 
Carter? I cannot quite accept that” 

A trace of anger in the voice now. And it was Carter, not Mr. 
Carter! Was he, just a little, beginning to get the Colonel’s Chinese 
goat? It was a hope. Faint as the promise of the ring bolt, but all he 
had. He must get close to the man or he was licked. 

Nick looked bored. He glanced at the ceiling where the camera 
lurked. “It was pretty nasty,” he said. “But I’ve seen a lot worse, 
Colonel. Done worse, for that matter. The last time I was in your 
country—I come and go about as I please —I killed a couple of your 
boys, cut them open and strung them to a tree with their own guts.” A 
fantastic he, but one that a man like the Colonel might just believe. 

“Anyway you were right about the old man,” Nick continued. “He 


was crazy as hell and no good to anybody. Why should I care what 
happens to him, or how it happens?” 

There was a long silence. The chuckle was a little nervous this 
time. “You can be broken, Carter. You do know that? Any man born of 
woman can be broken.” 

Killmaster shrugged. “Maybe I’m not human. Like my boss you 
keep talking about. Hawk, now—he’s not human! You’re wasting your 
time trying to bring him into a trap, Colonel.” 

“Perhaps, Carter, perhaps. We shall see. I have an alternative plan, 
naturally. I don’t mind telling you about it. It might change your 
thinking.” 

Killmaster made a big deal of scratching himself. Anything now to 
irritate the sonofabitch! He spat carefully. “Be my guest, Colonel. As 
they say in the movies—I’m at your mercy. You might do something 
about the fleas in this lousy hole, though. It stinks, too.” 

Another long silence. Then: “Failing everything else, Carter, I shall 
have to start sending Hawk bits and pieces of you. Along with certain 
anguished notes which I am certain you will write when the time 
comes. Just how do you think your superior will react to that— 
receiving parts of you in the mail from time to time? A finger at first, 
then a toe—perhaps later a foot or a hand? Be truthful now, Carter. If 
Hawk thought there was even a slight chance of saving you, his best 
agent and a man he loves like a son, don’t you think he would make 
the effort? Try to make a deal? Come to see about matters in person?” 

Nick Carter put his head back and laughed, a real laugh from the 
belly. He didn’t have to force it “Colonel,” he said, “have you ever 
been touted bad!” 

“Touted? I do not understand that.” 

“Misinformed, Colonel. Led astray. You’ve been fed bad 
information, gotten a bum steer, been fooled! You cut Hawk and he 
doesn’t even bleed. I should know. Oh, he’d be sorry to lose me, sure. 
I’m his best man, as you say. But I can be replaced Every AXE agent is 
expendable. Same as you, Colonel, same as you.” 

The loud speaker snarled angrily. “Now you are misinformed, 
Carter. I cannot be replaced. I am not expendable.” 

Nick lowered his face to conceal a smile he could not restrain. 
“Want to bet, Colonel? Pll even give you a for instance —wait until 
Peking finds out you were duped about the phony raw diamonds. That 
you were going to swap twenty million dollars in gold for some glass 
rocks. That you goofed on having the Prince killed neatly and 
properly, and now you've killed the GeneraL You’ve fouled up any 
chance you had of horning in on the Angola rebellion. Which is what 
Peking really was after, eh, Colonel? You wanted Hawk, because you 
know Hawk means to get you, but that’s only minor stuff compared to 


the way Peking is thinking:—they are planning long range, to make a 
lot of trouble in Africa. Angola would have been a perfect place to 
start making it.” 

Nick laughed harshly. “Wait until all that soaks through in the 
right spots in Peking, Colonel, then see if you’re expendable or not!” 

The silence told him that the barbs had gone home. He almost 
began to hope. If only he could get the bastard mad enough to come 
down here to the dungeon in person. Never mind the guards he was 
sure to bring. He would just have to take his chances with them. 

Colonel Chun Li cleared his throat. “You reason well, Carter. There 
may even be some truth in what you say. Things have not, er, gone as 
well as I had expected. I did not, for one thing, realize just how crazy 
the General was until too late. But I can put matters to rights—all the 
more reason why I need your cooperation.” 

Nick Carter spat again. “Double screw you, Colonel. I won’t 
cooperate with you. I don’t think you can even afford to kill me now— 
I think you need me alive, to take to Peking, to show them something 
for all the time and money and dead men.” 

With a hint of reluctant admiration the Colonel said: “Maybe you 
are right again. Maybe not. You are forgetting the lady, I think. You 
are a gentleman, an American gentleman, and therefore you have a 
very weak spot. An Achilles heel. Will you let her suffer as the General 
did?” 

Nick’s expression did not change. “What the hell do I care about 
her? You must know the story there—she’s a drunk and a drug addict, 
a sex degenerate who poses for dirty pictures. I don’t give a damn 
what happens to her. I’ll level with you, Colonel. In a spot like this 
there are only two things I worry about—myself and AXE. I won’t do 
anything to hurt either one of us. But the lady you can have. With my 
blessings.” 

“We shall see,” said the Colonel. “I shall give an order in a moment 
and we shall certainly see. I think you are bluffing. And remember— 
the rats are very intelligent. They will instinctively go for the weaker 
prey.” The loud speaker clicked off. 

Nick glanced at the girl. She had heard. She was staring at him 
with huge eyes, her mouth trembling. She tried to speak, but only 
made gobbling sounds. She was very carefully not looking at the 
ravished thing in the cage. Nick did look and saw that the rats had 
gone now. 

The Princess finally managed to get the words out. “Y-you’re going 
to let them d-do that to me? Y-you mean—you meant what you said 
just now? Oh, my God, don’t! Kill me —isn’t there some way you can 
kill me first!” 

He did not dare speak. The mikes would pick up a whisper. The TV 


scanner was watching. He could give her no comfort. He stared at her 
and frowned, spat and looked away. He didn’t know what the hell he 
would do. Could do. He would just have to wait and see. 

But it would have to be something and it would have to be good 
and it would have to be fast. 

He heard a sound and looked up. A man had come into the wire 
cage and unlatched a small gate in it that led into the main dungeon. 
Then he left, dragging behind him all that was left of the General. 
Nick waited. He did not look at the girl. He could hear her sobbing 
breath across the dozen feet that separated them. 

He tested the ring bolt again. It gave a little more and it was so 
quiet, but for the girl’s breathing, that he heard the mortar trickle 
down the brick pillar. 

The rat poked its snout out of the little door. 


Chapter 11 


THE RAT SCUTTLED out of the wire cage and halted. It sat on its 
haunches for a moment and washed itself. It was not as big as the 
cannibal rat Nick had watched, but it was big enough. Nick had never 
hated anything more in his life than he hated this rat now. He kept 
very still, hardly breathing. A plan of sorts had formed in the last few 
minutes. But to make it work he had to get hold of that rat—with his 
bare hands. 

The girl seemed to have gone into a coma. Her eyes were glazed 
and she stared at the rat and made horrible little noises in her throat. 
Nick longed to tell her that he wasn’t going to let the rat get her, yet 
he dared not speak or show his face to the camera now. He sat quietly, 
staring at the floor, watching the rat from the corner of his eye. 

The rat knew what it was about. The woman was the weakest, the 
most terrified—the scent of her fear was strong in the rodent’s nostrils 
—and so it began to creep in her direction. It was hungry. It had not 
been permitted to share in the feast on the General. 

The rat, since its mutation, had lost most of its fear. Its size now 
made it a match for most natural enemies, and it had never learned to 
fear man. It did not pay much attention to the big man it must pass to 
get to the cowering woman. 

Nick Carter knew he would get only one chance. If he missed 
everything was over. He held his breath and watched the rat sidle 
closer—closer. Now? No. Not just yet. Soon— soon— 

At just that instant an image from his youth intruded on his 
concentration. He had gone to a cheap carnival where there was a 
geek. It was the first geek he had ever seen, and the last. For a dollar 
he had watched the geek bite the heads off live rats. He could see 
vividly now, the blood running down the geek’s chin. Nick shuddered, 
a pure reflex movement, and it almost spoiled the game. 

The rat stopped, turned, on the alert. It began to move away, faster 
now. 

Killmaster lunged. He used his left hand so the ring bolt would not 
break away, and caught the rat just behind the head. The furry 
monster squealed in fear and fury and tried to bite the hand that held 
it. Nick twisted off the head with one wrench of his great hands. The 
head fell to the floor while the body still quivered and gushed blood in 
his hands. 

The girl gave him an absolutely moronic look. She was so petrified 
by terror that she did not understand what went on. 

Chuckle. The loud speaker said: “Bravo, Carter. It takes a brave 


man to handle a rat like that. And it proves my point —you are not 
prepared to let the girl suffer. Now perhaps we are getting 
somewhere, as you say in the States.” 

“It proves nothing,” Nick rasped back. “And we are getting 
nowhere. Screw you double and triple, Colonel. I don’t care anything 
about the girl—I just wanted to see if I could do it. I’ve killed a hell of 
a lot of men with my hands, but never a rat before.” 

Silence. Then: “So what have you gained, then? I have many more 
rats, all huge, all hungry. Will you kill them all?” 

Nick looked up at the TV eye somewhere in the shadows. He 
thumbed his nose. “Maybe,” he said. “Send ‘em along and see.” 

He reached out with his foot and pulled the rat head toward him. 
He was going to need it. This was a crazy stunt he was trying, but it 
was all he had. If it worked, a great big IF, maybe the Colonel would 
get mad enough to want to come down and work him over in person. 
Killmaster wasn’t much at praying, but he tried now. Please—please 
make the Colonel want to come and work me over, slap the hell out of 
me. Kick me. Anything! Only make him come within arm’s reach. 

Two more of the big rats crept out of the wire cage and sniffed. 
Nick tensed. Now he would know. Would the plan work? Were rats 
really cannibals? Was it just a freak that the biggest rat had eaten the 
smaller before? Was it all just a lot of crap, something he’d read and 
remembered wrongly? 

The two rats smelled the blood. They inched toward Nick. Gently, 
quietly, so as not to startle them, he tossed the rat head toward them. 
One of them pounced on it and began eating. The other rat, wary, 
circled for a moment and then charged in. They were at each other’s 
throats now. 

Killmaster, hiding his face from the camera, smiled. One of those 
bastards would be killed. More food for the others coming, something 
else to fight over. He still held the body of the rat he had killed. He 
gripped it by the forepaws and tensed his muscles, ripping it apart, 
tearing it down the middle like a sheet of paper. Blood and guts 
slimed his hands, but he was content. More bait. With this, and with 
one dead rat out of every two that fought, he was going to be able to 
keep a lot of rats busy. Nick shrugged his broad shoulders. It really 
wasn’t much of a business, but he was pretty good at it. Damned good, 
in fact. Now if only it would pay off. 

The loud speaker had been silent for a long time. Nick wondered 
what the Colonel was thinking as he watched the TV screen. Probably 
not happy thoughts. More rats had been pouring into the dungeon. 
There were a dozen frenzied, squealing fights going on. The rats paid 
no attention at all to Nick or the girl. 

The loud speaker made a sound then. It cursed. It was a multiple 


curse, combining Nick Carter’s ancestry with that of bitch dogs and 
dung turtles. Nick smiled. And waited. Maybe, now. Just maybe. 

In less than two minutes came the angry slam of an iron door 
somewhere in the shadows beyond the pillar that held the girl. More 
lights went on overhead. Colonel Chun Li strode into the circle of 
brilliance and confronted Nick Carter, arms akimbo, a faint scowl 
knitting the high pale brow. There were four Chinese guards with him, 
all armed with M3 grease guns. They were also carrying nets and long 
poles with sharp spikes in the end. The Colonel, without taking his 
eyes off Nick, snapped an order to his men. They set about trapping 
the remaining rats in the nets, killing those they could not capture. 

The Colonel came slowly toward Nick. He did not glance at the 
girl. Killmaster was not quite prepared for what he saw. He had never 
seen a Chinese albino before. 

Colonel Chun Li was of medium height and thin build. He was 
hatless and his skull was closely shaven. A massive skull, a big brain 
cage. His skin was the color of washed out khaki. His eyes, greatest 
oddity of all in a Chinese, were a brilliant Nordic blue. The lashes 
were pale, infinitesimal. 

The two men locked glances. Nick gave back arrogance for 
arrogance, then spat deliberately. “An albino,” he said. “Something of 
a mutant yourself, aren’t you?” He noted that the Colonel was wearing 
his Luger, his own Wilhelmina, in a holster not designed for it. Not an 
unusual quirk. Flaunting the spoils of victory. Come closer, Colonel. 
Please! Just one step closer. 

Colonel Chun Li halted just outside the deadly half circle that 
Killmaster was etching in his mind. He had, while the Colonel was on 
the way down, loosened the ring bolt completely and thrust it back 
into the brick work. Had taken the chance that the TV scanner was 
unmanned. 

The Colonel looked Nick up and down. Reluctant admiration 
showed on the pale yellow features. “Most ingenious,” he said. 
“Setting the rats to killing each other. I confess it never entered my 
mind that such a thing was possible. Too bad, from your viewpoint, 
that it only postpones matters. I will think of something else for the 
girl. And I will make you watch it until you agree to cooperate. You 
will, Carter, you will. You have revealed your fatal weakness, as I 
knew you would. You could not let the rats get her—you will not be 
able to stand by and see her tortured to death. You will, in the end, 
join me in trapping David Hawk.” 

“How you carry on,” sneered Nick. “You’re a mad dreamer, 
Colonel. I told you before—Hawk has got more brains in his ass than 
you have in your skull. Hawk eats guys like you for breakfast! You 
may kill me and the girl and a lot of others, but Hawk will get you in 


the end. Your name is in his little black book, Colonel. I’ve seen it.” 
Nick spat on one of the Colonel’s highly polished shoes. 

The Colonel’s blue eyes glittered. A slow flush began to stain his 
pale face. He reached for the Luger, then halted the motion. The 
holster, Nick noted, was too small for the Luger. It had been make for 
a Nambu or some smaller pistol. The butt of the Luger extended well 
beyond the leather, inviting. 

The Colonel took another step forward and swung his fist at Nick 
Carter’s face. Nick did not roll, but took the blow because he wanted 
to get in close. He brought his right arm around in a powerful level 
swing. The ring bolt sailed around in a hissing arc and slammed into 
the Colonel’s temple. His knees buckled and he began to slump. 

The AXEman moved in a blur of oiled, perfectly synchronized 
motion. He pulled the Colonel into the grip of his left hand, still 
pinioned by the other chain, and got a terrible hold around the man’s 
throat with his forearm and elbow. The Colonel’s body was shielding 
him now. Nick had the Luger out of the holster and was firing at the 
guards before they could understand what was going on. 

He got two of them before the other two could scuttle out of sight 
toward the iron door. He heard it slam shut. Not so good! 

The Colonel writhed in his grasp like a caught serpent. Nick felt a 
tearing pain in his upper right leg, near the groin. The sonofabitch had 
come back to life and was trying to dagger him, striking backward 
from an awkward position. 

Nick jammed the muzzle of the Luger into the Colonel’s ear and 
pulled the trigger. The top of the Colonel’s head flew across the room. 
Nick dropped the body. He was bleeding, but there was no arterial 
spurt. He still had a little time. 

He picked up the weapon that had pricked him. Hugo. His own 
stiletto! 

Nick whirled, put his foot against the brick pillar, and put every bit 
of his great strength into it. The remaining ring bolt moved, shifted, 
but did not give. Hell! They would be getting on that TV up there any 
second now, would see that the Colonel was dead. 

He gave up for the moment and turned toward the girl. She was on 
her knees, staring at him with a shred of hope and beginning 
understanding in her eyes. 

“The Tommy gun,” Nick shouted. “The gun—can you reach it? 
Shove it over to me. Hurry, damn it!” 

One of the dead guards lay near the Princess. His grease gun had 
skittered over the floor close to her. She gazed at Nick, then at the 
submachine gun, but made no move to pick it up. 

Killmaster bellowed at her. “Snap out of it, you damned whore! 
Move! Prove that you’re good for something in this world—shove that 


gun over here. Hurry up!” He raved on, taunting her, trying to snap 
her out of it. He had to have that machine gun. He tried to yank out 
the ring bolt again. It still held. 

There was a clatter as she pushed the grease gun over the floor to 
him. She was glaring now, and the light of intelligence was back in 
the green eyes. Nick swooped on the gun. “Good girl!” 

He pointed the grease gun into the shadows clotting the brick 
arches and let it rave. He sprayed back and forth, up and down, 
hearing metal and glass break and tinkle. He grinned. That should 
take care of their TV camera and loud speaker. Now they were as 
blind as he was for the moment. It would be guess work on both sides. 

He put his foot against the brick pillar again, braced, took hold of 
the chain with both hands and pulled. Veins popped on his forehead, 
his huge sinews cracked, his breathing be-came agonized. The 
remaining ring bolt came out and he nearly fell. He picked up the M3 
and ran to the girl. 

As he reached her he heard the iron door slam open. Something 
bounced on the stone floor. Nick dived for the girl and covered her 
with his big naked body. They had seen after all. They knew the 
Colonel was dead. So they were using grenades. 

The grenade exploded with a nasty red glare and wham-bang. Nick 
felt the naked girl quiver beneath him. A shard of grenade casing 
nipped his buttocks. Purple Heart, he thought. Fill out the papers, 
Hawk! 

He leaned around the pillar and let go a burst in the direction of 
the door. A man yelled in pain. Nick kept pouring the fire in until the 
grease gun was red hot. He ran out of ammo, scuttled to recover the 
other machine gun, then fired a final burst at the door. He realized 
that he was still half on the girl. 

Suddenly it was very quiet. Beneath him the Princess said: “You 
are very heavy, you know.” 

“Sorry,” he grunted. “But this pillar is all the cover we’ve got. 
We’ve got to share it” 

“What happens now?” 

He glanced at her. She was trying to comb her dark hair with her 
fingers. She had started to come back from the dead. He hoped it was 
permanent. 

“T don’t know what happens now,” he said truthfully. “I don’t even 
know where we are. My guess would be one of the old Portuguese 
dungeons somewhere under the city— there must be dozens of them. 
There’s a chance that all the gunfire was heard—maybe the 
Portuguese cops will come looking.” That meant a long stretch in 
prison for him. Hawk would spring him eventually, but it would take 
time. And they would get the girl at last. 


The girl understood. “I hope not,” she said quietly. “Not after 
going through all this. I couldn’t stand to be taken back to Portugal 
and put in an asylum.” 

She would be. Nick, having heard the story from Prince Askari, 
knew she was right. If her uncle, the high Cabinet official, Luiz da 
Gama, had anything to say about it they would certainly put her in a 
looney bin. 

The girl began to cry. She put her dirty arms about Nick Carter and 
clung to him. “Don’t let them take me, Nick. Please don’t.” 

She pointed at the body of Colonel Chun Li. “I watched you kill 
him. You did it without a thought. You can do the same for me. 
Promise? If we can’t get away, if we’re going to be taken by either the 
Chinese or the Portuguese, promise that you'll kill me. Please—it will 
be easy for you. I—I don’t have the courage to do it myself.” 

Nick patted her bare shoulder. It was one of the strangest promises 
he had ever made. He didn’t know if he meant to keep it or not. 

“Sure,” he comforted. “Sure, baby. I'll kill you if things get too 
bad.” 

The silence began to get on his nerves. He fired a short burst at the 
iron door, heard the whine and ricochet of the slugs down A corridor. 
The door was open then, or half open. Guarded? He just didn’t know. 
They might be wasting precious time when they should be running. 
Maybe the Chinese had temporarily fallen apart when the Colonel 
died. The man would have been operating with a small group, an 
elite, and they would have to go to a higher echelon for new orders. 

Killmaster decided. They would take their chances and run for it. 
He had already tugged the girl’s chains loose from the pillar. He 
checked his weapons. There was half a clip left in the grease gun. The 
girl could carry the Luger and the stiletto and—Nick thought better of 
it and darted to the body of the Colonel and took off the belt and 
holster. He strapped it around his naked waist. He wanted the Luger 
with him. 

He gave the girl a hand up. “Come on, honey. We’ll run for it. 
Depressa, as you Portuguese always say.” 

They had reached the iron door when the firing began down the 
corridor. Nick and the girl stopped and flattened against the wall just 
inside the door. There followed shouting and screaming and the 
crump-crump of grenades. Then more silence. They heard cautious 
footsteps coming down the corridor toward the door. 

Nick put a finger against the girl’s mouth. She nodded, her green 
eyes huge and startled in the smudged face. Nick poked the snout of 
the grease gun through the door, his hand itchy on the trigger. 

There was light enough in the corridor for them to see each other. 
Prince Askari, his white Mozambique uniform ripped and torn and 


bloody, a toupee cocked sideways on his head, blinked amber eyes at 
them. He showed all his pointed teeth in a grin. He was carrying a 
rifle in one hand and a pistol in the other. He carried a rucksack still 
half full of grenades. 

They did not speak for a moment. The black man’s leonine eyes 
roved up and down their naked bodies, taking it all in. His glance 
lingered on the girl. Then he smiled again at Nick. 

“Sorry I was late, old man, but I had hell’s own time getting out of 
that stockade. Some of my black brothers helped me and told me 
where this place was—I came as fast as I could. Looks like I missed 
most of the fun, eh?” 

He was still inspecting the girl’s body. She returned his stare 
without flinching. Nick, watching, could see nothing lascivious in the 
Prince’s glance. Only approval. 

The Prince turned back to Nick, the filed teeth glinting in fun. “I 
say, old man, what are you two made up for? Adam and Eve?” 


Chapter 12 


KILLMASTER lay on his bed in the Blue Mandarin Hotel and stared 
at the ceiling. Outside the typhoon was finally beginning to get up 
steam, working itself into a lather after hours of threats. It appeared 
that they were really in for a big devil wind. 

Nick glanced at a clock. After noon. He was hungry and he could 
have done with a drink, but he was too lazy, too satisfied, to move. 
Things had gone well. Getting out of Macao had been ridiculously 
easy, almost anticlimactic. The Prince had swiped a little car, a beatup 
Renault, and the three of them had jammed into it and taken off for 
Penha Point, the girl wearing the Prince’s bloody coat, Nick clad only 
in a bandage on his thigh. It had been a wild ride—the wind blowing 
the tiny car about like chaff—but they had made the Point and found 
the life preservers where they had hidden them among the rocks. 

The seas were running high, but not quite too high. Not yet. The 
junk was hanging around where it should have been. Nick, towing the 
girl—the Prince had wanted to, but he was not up to it—had fumbled 
the little pen flare out of a pocket in his life preserver and sent it up. 
Red stained the windy skies. Five minutes later the junk had picked 
them up. 

A narrow thing. Minh, the Tangar boatman, had said: “We much 
by God worry, sar. Not wait after another hour, can. You not come 
bimeby soon we sonbitch have leave you—maybe yet not can go easy 
home.” 

They had not come easy home, but they had come home. Dawn 
had been breaking, somewhere lost in the overcast, as the junk sailed 
into the Typhoon Shelter. Nick had been on to the SS phone and some 
of his men were waiting. The transition from the junk to the Blue 
Mandarin had been easy and painless, and if the nancy clerk on duty 
thought there was anything strange about the wild looking trio he had 
kept his own counsel. Nick and the girl had borrowed coolie clothes 
from the Tangars; the Prince had somehow managed to look regal in 
all that was left of his stolen white uniform. 

Nick yawned and listened to the typhoon slither around the 
building. The Prince was down the hall in a room, presumably 
sleeping. The girl had gone into her own room, adjoining his own, and 
fallen on the bed, passing out immediately. Nick had covered her and 
left her alone. 

Killmaster could do with very little sleep. Presently he got up and 
went to the bathroom, came back and lit a cigarette, sat on the bed 
thinking. 


He did not really hear the sound, as keen as his hearing was. 
Rather the sound intruded on his consciousness. He sat very quietly 
and tried to identify it. Got it. A window sliding up. A window being 
raised by someone who did not want to be heard. Nick smiled. He 
shrugged his big shoulders. He had half expected it. 

He went to the door of the girl’s room and knocked. Silence. He 
knocked again. No answer. Nick took a step back and kicked at the 
flimsy lock with his bare foot. The door crashed open. The room was 
empty. 

He nodded. He had been right. He crossed the room, noting that 
she had taken but one bag, and peered out the open window. Wind 
slammed rain in his face. He blinked and looked down. The fire escape 
was hidden in a gray blanket of mist and rain churned by wind. Nick 
put the window down, sighed and turned away. He went back into the 
master bedroom and lit another cigarette. 

For a moment he let his flesh feel the loss, then he laughed harshly 
and began to forget it. It was ironic, though, that the body of the 
Princess, possessed by so many, was not for him. So let her go. He had 
called off the AXE dogs. She had fulfilled her contract with Hawk, and 
if the old man thought he was going to use her again for other dirty 
work, he would just have to think again. 

Nick was not really much surprised when the phone rang a few 
minutes later. He picked it up and said: “Hi, Aski. Where are you?” 

The Prince said, “I don’t think Ill tell you that, Nick. Better all 
around if I don’t. ’ve got the Princess Morgan with me. We—we’re 
going to be married, old man. As soon as we can. I’ve explained 
everything to her, about the rebellion and all, and the fact that as a 
Portuguese national she will be committing treason. She still wants to 
do it. So do I.” 

“Good for both of you,” Nick said. “I wish you all the luck, Aski.” 

“You don’t seem very surprised, old man.” 

“T am neither blind nor stupid, Aski.” 

“T know what she’s been,” the Prince said. “I’m going to change all 
that. I need a Princess. One thing, she hates her countrymen as much 
as I do.” 

Nick hesitated a moment, then he said: “Are you going to use her, 
Aski? You know—” 

“No, old man. That’s out. Forgotten.” 

“Good,” said Killmaster softly. “Good, Aski. I thought you would 
see it that way. But what about the, er, merchandise? I did make you a 
sort of half promise. You want me to start the wheels—” 

“No, old chap. I’ve got another contact in Singapore. I’ll stop over 
there on our honeymoon. I think I can dispose of all the—the 
merchandise I can steal.” The Prince laughed. Nick thought of the 


pointed teeth flashing and laughed also. “Not the ChiComs?” he asked. 

“God, no! I’ve had that lot forever. Just a minute, Nick. Morgan 
wants to talk to you.” 

She came on. She sounded very much the lady again. She might 
just make it, Nick thought as he listened. She just might make it back 
from the gutter. The Prince would see to that, he hoped. 

“Tll never see you again,” the girl said. “I want to thank you, Nick, 
for what you did for me.” 

“T did nothing.” 

“But you did—more than you know, more than you can ever 
understand. So—thanks.” 

“De nada,” he said. “But do me one favor, Princess. Try to keep 
that pretty nose clean. The Prince is a good guy.” 

“I know that. Oh, how I know that!” Then, with an infectious 
gaiety in her voice that he had never heard before, she laughed and 
said: “Did he tell you what I am going to make him do?” 

“What?” 

“Tl let him tell you. Goodbye, Nick.” 

The Prince came back on. “She is going to make me get my teeth 
capped,” he said in fake sorrow. “It will cost me a fortune, I assure 
you. I will have to double my operations.” 

Nick smiled at the phone. “Come on, Aski. Cap jobs don’t cost all 
that much.” 

“The hell they don’t,” said the Prince. “For five thousand of my 
soldiers? I set an example. If I’m capped they’re capped. So long, old 
fellow. No monkey wrenches, eh? We’re getting out as soon as this 
wind lets up.” 

“No monkey wrenches,” said Nick Carter. “Go with God.” He hung 
up. 
He stretched on the bed again and thought about the Princess 
Morgan da Gama. Seduced by her uncle at age thirteen. Not raped, but 
seduced. Over and over again. A very secret affair, most hush-hush. 
How exciting it must have been for a girl of thirteen. Then fourteen. 
Then fifteen. Then sixteen. Three long years the affair had lasted and 
nobody any the wiser. And how nervous the wicked uncle must have 
gotten when, at last, the girl began to show signs of revulsion and 
rebellion at incest Nick scowled. Luiz da Gama must have been one 
worried sonofabitch. As time went on he began to climb in state and 
diplomatic circles. He was the girl’s guardian now, as well as her 
uncle. He controlled her money as well as her lithe young child’s 
body. 

Yet he had not been able to leave the girl alone. Succulent young 
girlhood was deadly bait for old and tired men. Daily the danger of 
exposure grew. Nick could see that the uncle’s dilemma had been 


harsh. To be caught, exposed, pilloried— an incestuous relationship 
with an only niece for over three years! It meant the absolute end of 
everything—fortune, career, even life itself. 

The girl, now old enough to understand what she was doing, had 
precipitated matters. She had run away from Lisbon. The uncle, 
terrified that she would talk, had had her caught and confined in a 
sanitarium in Switzerland. There she had talked, raving under sodium 
pentathol, and a cunning fat nurse had heard. Blackmail. 

The girl had escaped from the sanitarium at last—and had just 
kept going. She had not talked. She did not even know about the 
nurse who had overheard and was already peddling silence to the 
uncle. Nick Carter’s grin was hard. How the man must have sweated! 
Sweated and paid—and paid. 

When you have been a Lolita between the ages of thirteen and 
sixteen your chances of a normal life afterward are not good. The 
Princess stayed away from Portugal and went steadily downhill. 
Booze, drugs, sex—the works. The uncle waited and paid. He was now 
very high in the Cabinet, had so much more to lose. 

Then, at long last, Blacker had come to sell the dirty movies and 
the uncle saw his chance. If he could somehow get the girl back to 
Portugal, prove her mad, tuck her away, perhaps no one would 
believe her story. There might be whispers, but he could ride that out. 
He began his campaign. He agreed that his niece was hurting the 
Portuguese image in the world. She needed expert care, poor girl. He 
began to cooperate with Portuguese Intelligence, but telling them only 
half the story. He shut off her funds. A campaign of subtle harassment 
began to get the Princess back to Portugal, to put her away in a 
“convent”—thus discounting any story she might tell. Drink and drugs 
and sex had wrecked her. Who would believe a crazy girl? 

Aski, with his superb Intelligence preying on Portuguese 
Intelligence, had stumbled on the truth. Seen a weapon to be used 
against the Portuguese Government, to force concessions. A weapon 
he was not going to use, after all. He was going to marry her. He 
wouldn’t want her smeared any more than she had already been. 

Nick Carter got up and stubbed his cigarette out in an ashtray. He 
frowned. He had a nasty feeling that uncle was going to get away with 
it at that—would probably die revered with full state and church 
honors. A pity. 

He remembered the pointed teeth, then, and what Aski had once 
said: “I’m used to killing my own meat!” 

Nick also remembered Johnny Wise Guy with the jade hilted paper 
knife in his heart. Maybe uncle wasn’t home free. Maybe— 

He dressed and went out into the typhoon. The clerk and others in 
the ornate lobby stared at him in horror. The big American must truly 


be nuts to venture out in a bitch wind. 

It was not really as bad as he had expected. You had to watch for 
flying objects, like store signs and ash cans and loose timber, but if 
you kept low and hugged the buildings it didn’t blow you away. The 
rain was something, though, a gray wave that swept laterally down 
the narrow streets. He was soaked in a minute. It was warm water, 
and he felt more of the slime of Macao being washed from him. 

By some chance—it was that—he found himself in the Wan Chai 
district again. Not far from the Rat Fink Bar. It might be a haven, at 
that. He was debating it when he saw the girl. Wind had just knocked 
her sprawling into the running gutters. Nick hastened to pick her up, 
noting the lovely long legs, the full breasts, the good skin and rather 
demure look about her. As demure as a wind-tousled girl can be. She 
was wearing a rather short skirt, though not mini, and she did not 
have a raincoat. 

Nick assisted the flurried girl to her feet. The street was empty but 
for them. He smiled at her. She smiled back, a tentative smile that 
became warmer as she sized him up. 

They stood in the howling wind and gusting rain. “I take it,” said 
Nick Carter, “that this is your first typhoon?” 

She clutched at her flying hair. “Y-yes. We don’t have them back in 
Fort Wayne. Are you an American?” 

Nick made a slight bow and gave her what Hawk had often 
described as his “butter won’t melt in the mouth” smile. “I am. Can I 
help you in any way?” 

She clung to his arm. The wind plastered her damp skirt to the 
good, very good, excellent, superb legs. 

“T’m lost,” she explained. “I know I was a fool to come out, to leave 
the other girls, but ’ve always wanted to be in a typhoon.” 

“You,” said Nick, “are a romantic after my own heart. Suppose we 
share the typhoon. After a drink, of course, and a chance to get 
ourselves introduced and straightened around.” 

She had large gray eyes. Her nose was snub, her hair short and 
golden. She ran the gray eyes up and down the AXE-man’s big frame. 
She smiled. “I think I would like that. Where shall we go?” 

Nick pointed just down the street to the Rat Fink Bar. He thought 
again of the Prince, very briefly, then did not think of him. “I know 
just the place,” he said. “Lots of atmosphere.” 

Two hours and several drinks later, Nick made a bet with himself 
that the lines would be out. He lost. Hawk answered almost 
immediately. 

“Glad to hear from you, son,” said the old man. “Your report was 
forwarded. You did a fine job.” 

“Yes,” agreed Nick. “I did. Another name crossed off in the little 


black book, eh?” 

“Not on an open line,” said Hawk. “Where are you? If you can get 
right back I would appreciate it. A little matter has come up and—” 

“A little matter has also come up here,” Nick said. “Her name is 
Benita Dawson and she is a schoolteacher from Fort Wayne, Indiana. 
Teaches elementary grades. I am learning things. Did you know, sir, 
that the old methods are very much out? I see Spot—you see Spot— 
there is Spot—Spot is a good dog—all that is passe now.” 

A short silence. The wires hummed over the long miles. Hawk said, 
“Very well. I suppose you have to get it out of your system before you 
can do any work again. But where are you—just in case I need you 
urgently?” 

“Would you believe,” asked Nick Carter, “the Rat Fink Bar?” 

Hawk, wearily: “I believe it.” 

“Good, sir. There is a typhoon, also. It is possible I may be 
marooned for two or three days. Goodbye, sir.” 

“But, Nick! Wait. I—” 

“Don’t call me,” said Killmaster firmly. “Tl call you.” 

He went back to the booth where Miss Benita Dawson, of Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, was waiting for him. 


The End 


